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NOTE 

The scheme of the Series necessitates the 
inclusion, in one volume with this sketch 
of Hogg's life, of brief notices of the minor 
and more or less contempotaiy poets, Robert 
Tannafaill, William Motherwell, and WHliain 
Thorn. 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



Dgitiz^d by Google 




JAMES HOGG 

INTRODUCTION 

If there have been many greater poets than the Ettrick 
Shepherd, there have probably been few more closely 
associated with a particular district of the eaith's surface, 
more racy of the soil from which they sprung. Herein, 
perhaps, lie Hogg's limitations ; for, of course, he is local 
rather than universal, the poet of a class rather than of 
humanity, of an epoch rather than of the ages. But, 
accepting these limitations, herein also lies his strength. 
For there are few instances of the poetry of a particular 
people and locality being so completely incarnated in one 
man, and through him passing so directly into literature. 
Indeed, so essential is the connexion, that a glance at 
the locality in question, and at its condition a century ago, 
is indispensable ere we proceed to bring the poet him- 
self upon the stage. 

The shire of Selkirk, andently known as Ettrick Forest, 
the Arcadia of Scotland and the hunting-ground of Scottish 
kings, is described by the gazetteer as * forming part of 
the eastern declivity of that lofty ridge of mountains which 
from Northumberland penetrates northward into Clydes- 
dale.' Its surface is but little diversified, appearing, 
indeed, to the spectator, now that the ancient wood has 
been removed, but as 'one assemblage of hills.' It is 
watered by two principal streams, which, flowing in a 
north-easterly direction and for some distance almost in 
parallel lines, unite to empty their waters into Tweed. 
These rivers are the Ettrick and that most tunefoUy besung 
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of rivulets, the Yairow. The hills are generall]' rounded 
in outline and grassy ; but at certain points — as on Mincb- 
tnuir, or at the pass into Mofiatdale — they become more 
ru^ed and barren, displaying lines which are more striking 
to the eye and grander. At Ettrick Fen and Blackhouse 
Hdghts they rise respectively to zaoo and 2370 feet 
above sea level. Excepting Selkirk and Galashiels on the 
eastern Umit of the county, there are no towns; whilst 
the villages, few and scattered, might be more accurately 
described as hamlets. In modem times the character of 
the district is almost purely pastoral, the agricultural 
produce of the parish of Ettrick — a square of ten miles 
— being insufficient, according to the Statistical Account 
of 1793, for the maintenance of its 400 inhabitants. In 
1801, the population of the entire county — an area of 
169,000 acres — was but 5388. Of this wide, sparsely- 
peopled region, the Ideal centre is the ' lone * Loch of St 
Mary. 

On such a tract of country Time generally lays his hand 
but lightly, and to the casu^ observer its character at the 
present day may appear httle modified by change. But 
it has in reality participated largely in modem improve- 
ments. Take, for instance, the item of roads. In 1792 
the roads of Ettrick parish are described as ' almost im- 
passable.' The only one that looks like a turnpike is that 
leading to Selkirk j ' but even it in many places is so deep 
as greatly to obstruct travelling. The distance is about 
sixteen miles and it requires four hours to ride it.' In 
time of snow, we are told that there was often no inter- 
course with the outside world for many months ; whilst, 
when the waters were waxen, the want of bridges would 
often delay a traveller for hours.' All this is altered ; nor, 
of course, does change end here. The country has been, 
in addition, thoroughly drained ; the breed of sheep^ and 
* SuabtictU AttMuU ^Scetland, v<d. iU. p. 397. 
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with that their management, has been improved. The 
building of stdls and the stacking of bog hay now obviate 
the necessity of the shepherd's flight in severe weather 
for shelter and keep for his flocks to the low grounds of 
Annandale. The system of cropping has also been le- 
volutionized, excellent buildings have taken the place of 
cottages of the older type, and the standard of living has 
in general greaUy risen. Dress is no longer of home pro- 
duce and manufacture. The solitary carrier, and the single 
newspaper which formerly passed from hand to hand 
throughout the valley, now belong to the domain of 
history. And, side by side with these things, many an 
old custom has passed away. The ewe-milking, the hog 
hirsel, the folding of the flocks at night, such picturesque 
and joyous old usages as those described in The Shep/urifs 
Wedding — the broose for the napkin and the mell, the 
breaking of a short-cake over the bride's head as she enters 
her new home — all such have passed or are passing. But 
in the Forest such survivals hngered longer than elsewhere ; 
and thus it was to Ettrick that Walter Scott, when collect- 
ing the old Border ballads, turned as to a happy hunting- 
ground. It was in Ettrick that the fairies were said to 
have made their last authenticated appearance to a mortal, 
choosing as the recipient of this signal favour the celebrated 
Will o' Phaup, the grandsire of the subject of this work.^ 
It was in Ettrick also, and in Ettdck of the Shepherd's 
own day, that, certain young men having met together 
as members of a debating society, and having hap- 
pened to hold their meeting upon a night which was 
signalized by one of the most terrific storms recorded in 
the locahty, a report spread abroad that the debaters had 
raised the devil, who in his turn had raised the storm. 
Circumstantial detail was not wanting, His Satanic 
Majesty being said to have appeared in the form of a 
> S«e Ht^'s Shtfitnei Calimlar t ' Will o' Ptuup.' 
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' great roogh dog ' ; and it was long, we are assured, ere 
the persons implicated lived down the obloquy thus in- 
curred. 

Storms such as the above, the Shepherd tells ns, would 
constitute the eras of the pastoral life : they were ' the 
red lines in the Shepherd's manual — the remembrancers 
of years and ages that are past,' standing 'in bloody 
capitals' athwart his uneventful annab. Such was that 
historic tempest in which the shepherds made use of the 
bodies of their perished sheep to build up huge semi- 
circular walls for the protection of the living remnant ; or 
that in which no less than seventeen Border shepherds died 
in the snow, and upwards of thirty were borne senseless to 
their homes; or that, ^ain, whose conclusion saw nigh 
upon two thousand carcasses deposited upon the Beds of 
Esk — the spot, that is, on Solway shore where the tide 
throws up what has been carried into it by the rivers. On 
such occasions a shepherd caring faithfully for his sheep 
would take his life in his hand as literally as does a soldier 
in presence of the enemy. There is a grave in Ettrick 
Churchyard — that of one who perished thus — ^which bears 
the touching epitaph, ' The good shepherd gives his life 
for the sheep ' ; and we do not wonder at Ho^s observa- 
tion that the daily feeling impressed on the Scottish 
Shepherd's mind contributes not a little to that firm spirit 
of religious devotion by which he is so eminently char- 
acterized. 

Thus, then, the century has brought its changes even 
to the secluded vales of Ettrick and Yarrow. And, among 
these changes, surely none is more remarkable than that 
by which one who a hundred years ago was an unknown 
shepherd on its hilb has come to be recognized as the 
presiding genius of the district For certainly the region 
had not wanted [U'eviously for association with picturesque 
or heroic characters either l^endary or histoiit^ — from 
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the robber ' Kii^ of the Borders,' whose ruined castle may 
be traced on Tushielaw, to the fair * Flower of Yarrow ' ; 
fiom the Outlaw Muiiay to the Young Tamlane, the tragic 
combatants of the ' dowie dens,' the ill-fated lover of the 
' Douglas Tragedy,' or the wonder-working occupant of 
the 'Jingler's' room in Aikwood Tower. But to-day the 
wide green solitudes of the Forest, with their countless 
fountains and their countless flocks, speak to us only in 
the second place of these phantoms of old time; for a 
nearer, warmer and more human presence dispossesses 
them— a presence, which, pervading the whole district, 
haunts especially the wilds of Slackhouse, the lowlands of 
Altrive and of Mount Benger, and the sequestered Church- 
yard of Ettrick. It is the presence of one of the most 
original, most self-reliant and most kindly of Scotland's 
many gifted peasant sons, who was also the unrivalled 
teller of the twilight tale of bc^Ie, wraith or fairy, and the 
deviser of pastoral melodies 

* More tuneable tlian lark to sheplierd's e&r, 
WbeQ wheat b gceen, wbeo hawthoin bads appear.' 
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CHAPTER I 

The precise date of the Ettrick Shepherd's birth remains 
unknown. He himself fixed it on the 25th January (the 
birthday of_Burns) in the year 177a ; but he was notofP" 
iSusly inaccurate m regard to figures, and the record of his 
baptism on December 9th, 1770, which is preserved in 
the Kirk Session Records of Ettrick, shows it to have 
taken place at least some fourteen months earlier, suppos- 
ing, as is probable from the fact of his birthplace being 
close to the church, that he was baptized early. A draw- 
ing by the artist D, O. Hill represents that birthplace as a 
diminutive, picturesquely situated cottage, of the old 'clay 
and strae' type, which has now almost been driven out 
before buildings of stone and slate. 

James Ho^ was the second of four sons of Robert 
Hogg, a shepherd, who, having saved some money, had 
taken a lease of the farms of Ettrickhouse and Ettrick- 
hall. Hogg the elder is described as a man of quite 
ordinary understanding ; but his wife, Margaret^La.idlaw, 
was remarkable not only for Iplrii ajiil"activity, but as 
a noted repository oT ^Itad," legend, tradition^ and the 
countless miiibr wKat-nots" cB^iiaifc IDM) "SlTthat proBably 
the annals of genius— prolific as in this respect they are 
— present few more plausible instances of the influence of 
a notable mother upon a gifted son. 

Though occupying a modest grade in the social scale, 
the Hoggs were of old and respectable family. Vgitch, 
indeedj. remarks that though Scott laid, claim to fienH? 
bjood and prided himself upon it more than was neces- 
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sary, James Hogg had probably as good a claim fts^g, 
nolwitlKiLiiidiiig meTacfTEatTus imme^te ancestors 
had fallen socially lower than those of Scott The 
Hoggs are said to have claimed descent from Haug, a 
more or less mythic Viking. At the least, the existence 
of a marked Scandinavian element among the inhabit- 
ants of the Border hill-countiy has been attested by such 
writers as Veitch and the author of Tlie Border Elliots,^ 
of whom the former believes that light may thence he 
thrown on the origin of the poet's genius. But, interest- 
ing as his theory is, it involves matters altc^ether too 
remote and problematical to be accepted without great 
reserve, whilst it must be admitted that the task of ac- 
' p. 10. Veitch thinks it probable [hat. u far b«ck u the nililh 
centarf , Nonregian settlers tpread northvard fTom Cambetland and 
Damfries, penetrating, ' apparently by the vales of the liddel and the 
Elk, to the watershed of the Cheviots, and to the heights about the 
head of ECtrick.' Tbejr also, think) be, found their way np Annan- 
dale, and diverging by the Moffiit Water to the east, passed into the 
vales of the Yarrow, and even of the sonthem feeders of the Tweed. 
He goe* on to quote from Worsaae's Danti in England a description of 
the fair None type noticed by that writer in the north of England, 
adding that, had Worsaae visited the hills about Ettrick and Varrow, 
be would have found there ' as perfect types of the fair or Norw^itn 
blood as any to be met with in the north of England.' ' In the bc^o- 
ning oF this centnry,' he continues, with some looseness, for Hogg was 
thirty In 1801, 'there might have been seen any day on the braes of 
Varrow a shepherd lad with features, hur, and frame of body as like 
Worsaae's description of the typical Scandinavian as could well be 
found. In him, too, there were thrilling ideals and weird imagtidngs, 
such as might hi^ve moved in (be heart of any SkaM ; and be bore a 
name which might very fairly be regarded as indicating the Norwegian 
blood ; for the Ettrick Shepherd was not named from the hag of the 
hillside, bat from the haug or haig of the old northern tongoe, as the 
lairds of Bemerude carried it hononraUy through the long centuries 
of Scottish story. {HUtery and Pettry tftht Sctliiik B«rdtr, vol. j, 
W- 83- 84 J 87,88.) 
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counting for nature's marvels is at best an unsatisfactory 
one, with a general tendency to end in 'arguing in a 
circle^' Suffice it, then, here to say that the tale of the 
Norwegian origin of his family appealed to Hogg himself 
at least in so far as to lead him to celebrate his supposed 
Viking ancestoi in the poem of the Pilgrims of the Sun. 

Coming fmther down in the centuries, H<^'s ancestors 
— ^to quote his own account of the matter — were vassals, 
under the Scotts of Harden, on the lands of Fauldshope, 
about four miles south-west of Selkirk. This feudal con- 
nection lasted more than two centuries, only ending with 
a change of proprietors,' whilst its closeness is expressed 
in the moss-trooping rhyme — 

' If je reive the Hogga of Fauldihopt^ 
Ye huij Haiden's gear.' 
The Hoggs are also said to have held under the lairds 
of Oakwood — once, according to tradition, a residence of 
the 'Wizard' Michael Scot Readers of Scott's £ay of 
tht Last Minstrel will remember the legend of a trial 
of strength between the Witch of Fauldshope and her 
neighbour of Oakwood;* but Hogg, who certainly had 
a taste for ornamental genealogy-making, claims to bavb 
had several witches among his ancestresses, A far more 
solid and real peonage is his maternal grandfather, 
lyilliam Laidlaw, whose tombstone, erected by bis famous 
grandson. In Ettrick Churchyard, records him as 'the far- 
fomed Will o' Fhaup, who for feats of frolic, agility, and 
strength, had no equal in his day.' On the same stone 
the pJace and date of birth of the poet's father are given 
as Bowhill, 1730; those of his mother as Old Overphaup, 
1730. The former lived to the age of 92 j the latter to 
83. Well 1 we are all of old descent, but it is only those 
' Dtme^ Mamten of Sir fVatter ScM, p. ao. 
' See Not« Y to the poem. 
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among us who happen to be rich who have oppoitunidea 
of sabsUntiadi^ the fact At the lowest estimate, Hogg's 
lineage was a thing to be proud of, for it is beyond 
dispute that he was sprung of peasants of sound physical 
constitution and of honourable life. His earlier pro- 
genitors had, at least for many a day, been all shepherds 
of the country-side. 

We have already seen that the poet's father had raised 
himself from the d^ee of shepherd to tt^^T Of sHeep - 
fannjrr^^o^ *^'^^ ^^ drove large flocks to market on 
both sides the Border. But his position must have been 
at all times somewhat of an anxious one, and a heavy fall 
in prices, coupled with the absconding of his principal 
creditor, reduced him in a few years to bankruptcy. He 
was ' rouped,' and with his family turned out of doors, and 
but for the firm friendship of a neighbour, Mr Brydon of 
Crosslee, things had gone hardly with them. This gentle- 
man, however, intervened by taking a lease of Ettrickhall 
and placing the late farmer there as shepherd, thus giving 
him the means of supporting his family. Mr Brydon's 
kindness was gratefully commemorated long afterwards in 
one of the poems of the ' Ettrick Shepherd's ' first volume. 

The elder Hogg's reverses, happening before his gifted 
son had reached the age of siic, seriously interfered with 
the boy's education. The fortunate accident that there 
was a school close to his Other's door had enabled the 
child already to secure a short period of tuition, during 
which he had advanced to the head of a juvenile class 
who read the Shorter Catechism and the Book of Proverbs. 
But, at the Whitsunday following his father's fiulure, 
pressure of circumstance set young James, still in bia 
seventh year, to the task of herding a few cows for a 
n^hbouring farmer — a service for which he received the 
half-year's wage of a ewe-lamb and a pair of shoes. During 
the following winter-quarter he was again at school, where 
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he received his first lessons in writing. And Jiare, once 
and for all, bis academic education terminated? nliifev^ 
elseTie learnt wa"s~stu3red"tn the school of the world, 
and under that best of all possible masters — so he be 
willing for the task — himself. 

Many years afterwards, as a young man, having occasion 
to send a note to his brother, he discovered that he bad 
fot^otten how to form some of the letters of the alphabet, 
which he was thus compelled to copy from a printed 
book. Meantime his own particular bent of fancy drew 
its sole nourishment from his mother, who (as his brother 
William lias recorded) would often keep her boys quiet, 
while she got forward with her household work, by telling 
them stories of kings, giants, knights, fames, kelpies and 
brownies. She also tuned their ears to metre by repeating 
to them the metrical psalms, which she in turn made them 
repeat to her. Whilst he was herding cows, little James ■ 
found bis favourite recreation in running races against 
.time upon the green hillsides of Ettrick, and as he would , 
o^n strip to the skin for this exercise, and on one occa- 
sion lost plaid, bonnet, coat and hosen, be must at times 
have appeared quite_Ut^lly in the character of a child 
of nature. 

After continuing for some years in that humblest of all 
occupations of rural life, he was at length promoted to 
keep sheep. But ere this time, and whilst still at the 
tender age of eight, he assures us that he had already 
known the influence of the gentle passion. The story, 
told in his own words, will bear comparison with the 
pleasing idyll of the first love of Robert Bums: — 'That 
summer,' as he writes in his Autobiography, ' I was sent 
out to a height called Broad-heads with a rosy-cheeked 
maiden to herd a Sock of new-weaned lambs, and I bad 
my mischievous cows to herd besides. But, as she had 
no dog and I had an excellent one, I was ordered to 
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keep close by her. Never was a master's order better 
obeyed. Day after day I herded the cows and the lambs 
both, and Betty had nothing to do but to sit and sew. Then 
we dined together every day at a well near to the Shiel- 
sike head, and after dinner I laid my head down od her 
lap, covered her bare feet with my plaid, and pretended to 
f^ sound asleep. One day I he^ her say to herself, 
" Poor little laddie ! he's juist tired to death," and then I 
wept till I was afraid she would feel the warm tears trickling 
on her knee. I wished my master, who was a handsome 
young man, would fall in love with her and marry her, 
wondering how he could be so blind and stupid as not 
to do it. But I thought if I were he, I would know well 
what to do,' 

By the time he was fifteen, young James had served 
under a dozen masters; but, lest the frequent changes 
implied by this fact be imputed to him for blame, he tells 
us that these were due to growing strength and powers, 
which kept ever fitting him for superior employments. 
He adds that no one of his masters ever refused him a re- 
commendation ; and that, in recommending him, they were 
wont to touch especially upon the inoffensiveness of his 
character — a distinction which he claims to have retained 
as long as he remained in service. On the other hand, the 
usE^e which he received from certain of his masters was 
hard, — under one shepherd in particular he complains of 
being often well-nigh exhausted by labour and famished for 
want> All this we can believe from experiences recounted 
to ourselves by persons who have served in a like capacity 
■ — experiences, it may be, of little acts of rigour, or of 
generosity withheld, which to a lad make all the difference 
at the time. And yet it is undeniable that, under such 
discipline, huirdly chiets and clever hizzies were bred up. 
His pittance of wage he would carry at once to his parents, 
who in turn supplied his clothes. But these were often 
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extremely ragged — his shirts, of which he had generally 
but two, banging down ' in long tassels' to his heels, whilst 
his trews displayed a tendency to start away from his upper 
garment. At this time his bed was invariably made in 
stables and cow-houses. 

During all these years he wrote not at all, and read in 
no bo6k" sav.e the Bible, of which his favourite portion was 
(he Psalms, most of which he got by heart. At fifteen years 
on^di'C'lnVKStefl'flve" SWWrigs;'save3"from his wages, in 
the purchase of a fiddle, which henceforth afforded his 
favourite amusement His hours of practice were, perforce, 
when the day's work was over, but sleeping as he did in 
the stable-loft, he needed to be under no apprehension 
lest his nocturnes should prove a nuisance to his neigh- 
bours, — his sole hearers, like those of the inspired Gal- 
wegian, Nicholson on a memorable occasion, being four- 
footed. One night, however, while he was serving with a 
Mr Scott of Singlee, there had been a party at the farm- 
house,at which Hogg, who liad been admitted as a spectator, 
had been much 'taken up' with the dance-music. On retir- 
ing to his loft, he was loth to close an eye before tryii^ 
over on his own account some of the tunes to which he 
had listened. Whilst he was thus engaged, the authorized 
fiddler, happening to come out of the house, was surprised 
to hear bis tunes repeated, he guessed not by whom. His 
brain was probably somewhat heated, for he at first inclined 
to believe that the music of an hour before still beat In 
his head. But becoming assured of the reality of the 
sounds, whilst wholly at a loss to account for their exist- 
ence in the wilderness, he believed himself a dupe of the 
devil, and fled wildly back into the hall, where his disordered 
appearance and attire evoked mirth and an explanation. 
This anecdote, told by the Shepherd himself, shows us 
that in the Forest of a century ago the devil had not yet 
parted with his power to terrify. 
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On leaving Sit^lee, he took service with a Mr Laidlaw 
at Elibank, on the Tweed below Innerleithen, on which 
farm he performed a man's work — thrashing, driving 
hotses and the like — and in consequence found life 
pleasanter than heretofore. He remained there three 
half-years — a term longer than usual, and then passed 
into the employment of his late master's father, at 
Willanslee, in. the parish of Innerleithen, where he stayed 
two years. The young man had now entered upon the 
calling which in his family might be regarded as heredi- 
tary, and the surroundings amid which he exercised it 
were ideally pastoral; for the old farm-house of 'sweet 
Willanslee,' as it is called by the author of Young Randal, 
is placed at the base of hills high and wide-spreading, 
green and secluded, freshened by many streamlets which 
discharge their waters into Leithen. Here the youthful 
shepherd's means of mental development, though still sadly 
scanty, were less painfully stinted than before. Here he 
first re ad, and g rewjjmmo derately fon d ' of)^ Thf.^^enjh 
Shepherd, and bCnd Harry's M-'tJ/Zafu, "m "the version of 
Haminori bF"tnTBerElierar'TfmrW[5TlHffigHS^''aifiicu1ties * 
by ^rtficfr'MS'ttliaies' were "attended maybe judged from 
the fact that, having nearly lost the little knowledge of 
reading he had once possessed, the Scots dialect ' quite 
confounded* him; and that, much addicted to rhyming 
as he was later to become, he would often wish that these 
books had been written in prose, or at least in the metre 
of the Psalms, that they might be with less fatigue under- 
stood. He read so slowly as generally to have lost one 
rhyme before he came to the nest, whilst a triplet was 
quite too much for him, leading him to conclude that 
the poet — at end of his resources as such — had lapsed 
willy-nilly into prose. Sometimes_ he was.,less fortunate 
in the books which fell into his hands— 7aj(i£agJiliu^ 
Bishop'^urnet's T%e<}ry of tlte Earth's Conflap-ation, lent 
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him bjr his master's wife, as. he. says almost turned his 
brain. All day he pondered on the miUenmum, and all 
night dreamed of the stars in horror and the world in 
flames. The same lady would also lend him an occasional 
newspaper, which he used to peruse straight through, from 
headline to printer's name, being often but little wiser at 
the end. His was, in fact, an extreme instance of the old 
story of the pursuit of Knowledge under difficulties, and 
its details would be infinitely pathetic, did not one recall 
the cheering fact that difficulties are often good For us, 
and that what has been overcome in the face of difficulty 
is all the more surely and irrevocably won. It was- at this 
time that he became aware of having forgotten how to 
write correctly. But, even at a considerably later period, 
he never sat down to commit a song to paper without 
first removing his coat and waistcoat, as if for some 
unusual exertion ; whilst the rapid cramping of his wrist 
prevented his writing more than some four to six lines at 
a sitting. 

At Whitsunday 1790, when in bis twentieth year and 
still striving to improve his condition, young Hc^ left 
Willanslee, and engaged with a distant cousin of his 
mother's — a Mr Laidlaw of Blackhouse, on the Doi^las 
bum in Yarrow, whose farm was to be his home 
for the next ten years. Here he found more of mental 
stimulus than before, and his mind developed more freely. 
In the first place, the kindness of his employer was, as he 
says, more that of a father than of a master ; and in that 
employer's son, William Laidlaw — now known to fame as 
the author of Lucys Milting, and to history as the trusted, 
loved amanuensis of Sir Walter Scott — he found that 
greatest of all treasures to a young poet, a sympathetic 
and appreciative friend. For, long after he had over- 
come ^e early difficulties of scholarship, Hogg had to 
contend against deaf irrcsponsiveness on the part of all 
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around him— of all, that is, save Laidlaw, whose gcneious 
belief sustained and supported him, giving reahty to the 
first out-pourings of his muse. For a song has no true 
birth in the world of realities till it reaches the ear and 
heart of some sympathetic hearer. 

In the second place, the young student had access to 
the valuable collection of books belonging to his employer, 
which included the works of Milton, Pope, Thomson and 
Young, and to the study of which he now applied Mm-"~ 
seT^with 'th'e"resiilt that he soon -bcEftft-tojgith to com- 
pose upon his own account. His first seriousatt gp > p| 
to write v erse was.jm |;„B]3(l e until i793 ' — m sprmg, the 
sbng-seasoiToT tte year. But his 'mow preamble ' had in 
it nothing of nature's spontaneity, for, by his own de- 
scription, it consisted of a laboured and fulsome epistle, 
abounding in lines and phrases which were borrowed from 
Diyden's Virgil and Harvey's Life of Bruce, and addressed 
to a"'diviriify"stuaehr of his' acquaintance. The first 
rhymes he composed which were really his own were 
entitled An Address to the Duke of Bucclmch, in behaf <f 
myseP and ither poor Fock, which, after a world of pains, 
he followed up, in the same year, with a song called The 
Way that the World goes on, and an eclogue — WatHe and 
Geordiis Foreign Intelligence. These, t<^ether, made 
up a year's workj but, as, once started, the poet con- 
tinued to write upon every occasion — a conversation with 
a havering old woman from Lochaber of itself sufficing 
to suggest a ballad and a 'pastoral in four parts' — his 
compositions now multiplied rapidly. He was at no time 
addicted to self-depreciation, and as he frankly character- 
izes these early productions as 'miserably bad,' we need 
the less regret their disappearance. In 1795 he began 
The Scotch Gentleman, a comedy in five long acts, sug- 

* Memoir prefixed to The Mmmtain Bard, p. xL 
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gested by the trial of some fishers for a bieach of the fish- 
ing-laws, at which he had himself been called as a witness. 
This was, at anj^ rate, in advance of its time in being 
'realistic,' and foun3e3''up6h 'documents,' to the extent 
of reproducing word for word many of the questions asked 
and answers given in Court ; and, whatever its merits, he 
tells us that at least it never failed, when read aloud, to 
set an Ettrick audience in a roar, though whether they 
laughed with the author or at him he professes to be un- 
certain. 

Much more interesting, however, than the record of these 
crude beginnings is the picture of the shepherd-poet at 
his work. His apparatus was of his own devising. Havii^ 
folded and stitched tc^ether a few sheets of paper, he 
suspended from a buttonJiQle.at-hia..WAytcQ9t aj^a.'! 
pfflai ' srmk,"~havirig 'the cork attached by a string, and 
thQS-cqnlpf'weht about^his "pastoral duties, seizing'eye^iV 
momciiV'Ife "CoiiTd spare from the care, of his flock for 
poetical pursuits. Throw in as background to this figure 
th? sEin- summtr air and the wide solitary world of hills, 
soothing the eye with verdure and sofl hazes, the ear 
with bleating of far-off flocks and trickling of hidden 
streams, and the picture grows as impressive, and for the 
Border Scot as classic, as that of the young Hesiod keep- 
ing his flocks upon the slopes of HeUcon, or any other 
whatever in the realm of literature. 

It must not be assumed, however, that, even in the 
narrow world in which his lot was cast, young Hogg's com- 
munings with the Muse were altogether singular. The 
association of the pastoral life with poetry is no mere 
fiction or convention of Poetics ; and the present writer has 
been informed by one whose business as a wool-buyer 
took him, forty or fifty years ago, much into the outlying 
districts of Tynedale and Liddesdale that, even at that date, 
it was not uncommon for shepherds to treat their guests to 
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specimens of the native skill in numbers,^ The fol- 
lowing incident, narrated by Hogg himself, shows that 
emulation in song was not unknown to him. 'In the 
spring of the year 1796,* as Alexander Laidlaw, a neigh- 
bouring shepherd, my brother William, and myself, were 
resting on the side of a hill above Ettrick Church, I 
happened, in the course of our conversation, to drop 
some hints of my superior talents in poetry. William 
said that, as to putting words into rhyme, it was a thing 
which he never could do to any sense ; but that if I hked 
to enter the lists with him in blank verse, he would take 
me up for any bet that I pleased. Laidlaw declared that 
he would venture likewise. This beii^ settled, and the 
judges named, I accepted the challenge.' Here are we, 
then, in the midst of Vjt^l's Third Eclogue. A dispute^ 
however, arising as to the subject of this modem Sdnger- 
streit, lots were cast, which determined the matter in 
favour of ' The Stars ' — objects of which, as Ho^ con- 
fesses, the rival poets knew httle but that 'they were 
burning and twinkling over us, and to be seen every night 
when the clouds were away.' Hogg set to work with 
enthusiasm, and b ad his po em ready In a weet. l^idlaw 

' Aks, that universal locomotion, together with Ihe influence of 
a loo practical age, bave dealt the death-blow to a charming colloca- 
tion 1 At the Annual Dinner of Border Shepherds, held at Yetholm 
in the Cheviots, the eye is itill satisfied bjr the sight of as fine a 
gathering of men and d(^ as could he desired. Bat there is no longer 
ailf thought of native inspiration ; the songs sung after dinner are of 
Ihe t;pe familiar in more vulgar localities, and known as ' songs of ihe 
da;.' Even the old ballads are neglected, Uld if one would hear 
them sung— »s they should be sung — to the old music, one must 
cultivate the acquaintance of a yet shyer and less sophisticated set of 
men — to wit, the fishermen of the smaller fishing-towns. 

■ The date is taken from the edition of the Auiobiagraphy published 
In 1807. Theeditiouofi833putttheeventtwoyeaialater. Thematter 
is Dtiimpottant, tut ii pcunted out as one of several discrepancies. 
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followed a week later, but the dilatoriness of Alexander 
Hc^ delayed the,judgment a TialfTiar, Even"'HieH"btS"~ 
composition was presented in aii uiifimalied state, but, 
though the matter was never propeiiy adjudged, the 
balance of opinion inclined to award him the prize. In 
Hogg's opinion, besides being in bad measure the poem 
was often bombastical, jet in the sublimity of its ideas 
it was far superior to either of the others. It was entitled 
Urama's Tour, whilst that of Laidlaw was Astronomical 
JTleughts, and Hogg's Reflections on a View of the Nocturnal 
Heavens. It is easy to smile over these somewhat heavy- 
handed endeavours after self-cultujc, but the smile of the 
reader who bears the attending circumstances in mind will 
be at least innocent of derision. After this Hogg tried his 
hand again against Laidtaw, in a metrical version of the 
117th Fsalm. 

Besides these poetical contests, the young men named 
above, with the addition of Hc^'s elder brother, William, 
and a few others, had formed together a species of Uterary 
society, for the purpose of reading essays and discussing 
them. In the paper on 'Storms' in his Shepherd's 
Calendar, the Ettriclt Shepherd has left a graphic account 
of his own endeavour, on the eve of a great snow-storm, 
to make his way across the hills to Entertony, nearly 
twenty miles from Blackhouse, where one of these meetings 
was to be held. Though most anxious to communicate 
a bombasric essay which he carried in his pocket, his 
endeavour had finally to be abandoned. 

These were the halcyon days of James Hi^s life. 
And think not, reader, that the hard-handed son of toil is 
of necessity a stranger to the 'deep Sabbath of meek 
self-content,' or to the highest thought A few years 
later, another young Border shepherd, Henry Scott 
Rlddell, who afterwards became a friend of Hogg, kept 
iheep within the neighbouring district of Buccleuch. Let 
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me transcribe as typical the passage in which he has painted 
the feelings and fancies of a thoi^htful and poetic shepherd 
who spends his days alone with nature : — 

' Owing to the nature of the stock kept on the farm, 
it was my destiny day after day to be out among the 
mountains during the whole summer season from early 
mom till the fall of even. But the long summer days, 
whether clear or cloudy, never seemed long to me — I 
never wearied among the wilds. My flocks being hirshd 
[divided into classes] required vigilance; but, if this was 
judiciously maintained, the task was for the most part an 
easy and pleasant one. I know not if it be worth while 
to mention that the hills and glens on which my charge 
pastured at this period formed a portion of what in 
ancient times was termed the Forest of Ranklebum. 
The names of places in the district, though there were do 
other more intelligible traditions, might serve to show 
tliat it is a range of country to which both kings and 
nobles had resorted. If from morning to night I was 
away far from the homes of living men, I was not so in 
r^ard to those of the dead. Where a lesser stream from 
the wild uplands comes down and meets the Ranklebum, 
a church or chapel once stood, surrounded, like most 
other consecrated places of the Idnd, by a burial-ground. 
There tradition says that five dukes, some say kings, lie 
buried under a marble stone. I had heard that Sir Walter, 
then Mr Scott, had, a number of years previously, made 
a pilgrimage to this place, for the purpose of discovering 
the sepulchres of the great and nearly foi^otten dead, but 
without success. This, however, tended, in my estima- 
tion, to confirm the truth of the tradition; and having 
enough of rime and opportunity, I made many a toilsome 
effort of a similar nature, with the same result. With 
hills around, wild and rarely trodden, and the ceaseless 
yet ever-varying tinkling of its streams, together with the 
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mysterious echoes which the least stir seemed to awaken, 
the place was not only lonely, but also creative of strange 
apprehensions, even in the hours of open day. It is 
strange that the heart will fear the dead, wliich, perhaps, 
never feared the living. Though I could muster and 
maintain coun^e to d^ perseveringly among the dust of 
the long-departed when the sun shone in the sky, jret 
when the shadow of night was coming, or had come down 
upon the earth, the scene was sacredly secure from all 
inroad on my part' 

Among scenes and surroundings similar to these it was 
that the Ettrick Shepherd drank in those powers which 
were afterwards to make him an unrivalled master of the 
weird, or eerie, in literature. Nor were his own particular 
surroundings lacking in traditions of their own—the farm of 
Blackhouse being itself the reputed scene of the elopement 
of the beautiful lady Margaret Douglas, with the pursuit, 
the slaying of her seven brothers, and the subsequent 
death of her lover, as related in the ballad of the Douglas 
Tragedy; — 

■ Lord William was dead lang eie midDight, 

Lady Marg'ret lang ete day — 
And all true lovers ihat go thegither. 

May they have mo.it luck than Ibey I 
' Lord William was buried in St Marie's kirk, 

Lady Margaret in Mary's quire. 
Out o' the lady's grave grew a bonny red rose. 

And out o' the knight's a briar. 
' And they twa met, and they twa plat, 

And &in they wad be near ; 
And a' the warld might ken right weel, 
They were twa lovers dear.' 
Not idly would appeal to an ear and eye such as the 
Shepherd's the music of these verses, or the daily sight 
of the ruined tower, the torrent in the wild and solitary 
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glen, the broken shrine, and the stones set up on the 
neighbouring moor to mark the spot where the brothers 
fell. 

But, in order to complete the picture, it is necessary 
that we should know what manner of man the poet was 
outwardly ; and, by good fortune, a pen portrait by his 
friend William Laidlaw exists to show us this ; — ' His face 
was fair, round, and ruddy, with big blue eyes that beamed 
with humour, gaiety, and glee. And he was not only 
then, but throughout his chequered life, blessed with 
strong health and the most exuberant animal spirits. 
His height was a little above the average size, his form 
at that period was of faultless symmetry, which nature 
had endowed with almost unequalled agility and swiftness 
of foot His head was covered with a singular profusion 
of light brown hair, which he usually wore coiled up under 
his hat. When he used to enter church on Sunday, (of 
which he was at all times a regular attendant), after lifting 
his hat, he used to raise his right hand to his hair to 
assist a shake of his head, when his long hair fell over 
his loins [shoulders ?], and every female eye at least was 
turned upon him, as with a light step he ascended to the 
gallery where he usually sat.' 

It is now that we may suppose him to have reached 
that stage of early poetic maturity of which he tells us, 
when the lasses would sing his songs and ballads in 
chorus, whilst he tasted the pride and delight of hearing 
the 'rosy nymphs' chanting his 'uncouth strains,' and 
jeering him by the ' dear appellation of Jamie the Poeter.' 
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In the version of the Autobiography prefixed to his Altrive 
Tales {1832), the Ettrick Shepherd observes that readers 
who may desire to read about bis youthful love-adventures 
pill find ' some of the best ' of them in those of George 
Cochrane, a character in the tales which follow. But, 
having thus whetted our curiosity, he fails to satisfy it ; for, 
in the tales published, no character of that name appears. 
Failing health probably prevented the bringing out of 
.' a second volume of the series ; but, at any rate, if the 
; amours of Qeoi^e Cochrane were ever committed to 
" paper, they did~"not see the daylight of publication. 
. Those who incline to such exercises of the fancy may 
please themselves by believing that they detect some 
reminiscence of actual speech of Hogg's in the rather 
pretty passage of the Nodes Ambrosiana (March 1827), 
where Wilson's ideal Shepherd, speaking of wells, adverts 
to one well in particular ; — ' ae spring there is — in a 
nook known but to me and anither, a bit nook greener 
than ony emerald — or even the Queen Fairy's symar, as 
she disentangles it frae her feet in the moonlight dance, 
enclosed wi' laigh broomy rocks, amaist like a sheep- 
fauld. . . .' This nook is introduced as the trysting- 
place in youth of Wilson's Daphnis and a Chloe whose 
age was but two months past fifteen, — 'she had haply 
reached her full stature, and was somewhat taller than 
the maist o' our Forest lassies, yet you saw at once that 
she was still but a bairn.' The pure and tender affection 
of these young lovers who scarcely know themselves for 
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such is described in an idyllic passage, which is compara- 
tively free from Wilson's characteristic timidity of style 
and slight sickliness of sentiment — a circumstance which 
might perhaps be made to favour the theory of a reminis- 
cence of Hogg's conversation. But, however this may 
be, it certainly behoves us to remember that, as a general 
rule, it is not only misleading, but unjust to the real 
Shepherd, to confound him with his counterfeit presentment 
of the ' Nights at Ambrose's.' Before leaving the subject 
of the tender passion, we may add that the pastoral of 
WilHe and Keatie, published in Hogg's first volume, is 
acknowledged by the author as being to some extent 
founded upon a love affair of his own. 

Events, beyond those of mere personal experience, there 
had so far been few or none in young Hogg's life. The 
existence in the vale of Yarrow in which he bore his share 
was an existence apart — peaceful, secluded, self-contained, 
and almost cut off from the outer world. Almost, as yet 
not entirely j for in those days, as for long afterwards, the 
Border shepherd was still in the habit of making long 
journeys on foot, to drive his flock to distant markets. 
Many yet living have described these journeys to the author 
— with their delights and difficulties, — the housing for the 
night, it might be upon the top of Minchmoor, with no 
shelter but a plaid, or the waking in the dales of York- 
shire, to see the whole green country around turned white 
with the flocks driven thither to some great sale. The 
name of the Drovers' Plots, applied to a small wayside 
field near Yetholm, recall the practice to this day. Ere 
this, Hogg had made such journeys, having in 1793 
extended his knowledge of the country by driving a 
flock of his master's to Stratbfillan in Perthshire. Yet, 
notwithstanding this, how sequestered from the world 
bis hfe at this time really was is well brought out by 
an incident which now falls to be recorded. In the 
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year 1786 — ten years, that is, before the date at which] 
our narrative has now amved — a young peasant, or small 
tenant-farmer, from the West had, by sheer force of 
native genius, set Scotland ringing with his name — ! 
beii^ acclaimed and f^ted in the capital as no man' 
of his station and antecedents had ever been before. 
A reaction promptly followed this enthusiasm ; yet, at 
any time during die ten years which still separated 
Robert Bums from his miserable end, his name must 
have been apt to occur in conversation wherever two 
or three were ti^ether. This on the strength of the 
purely external aspects of the phenomenon; for the 
number of persons inclined to concern themselves with 
its inner significance would as yet be, naturally, but 
small And yet echoes of the acclamations of literary 
Edinburgh had failed to travel over the intervening thirty 
miles or so, even to the comparatively cultivated house- 
hold of Blackhouse, and it was not until 1797, the year 
following the Ayrshire poet's death, that Hogg first 
heard lus name. The manner and immediate conse- 
quences of his doing so were sufGciently dramatic 

One day when he was keeping his sheep as usual, 
a certain Jock Scott, who is described as 'half-daft,' 
came to him on the hill-side — perhaps the dark heatheiy 
slope of Blackhouse Heights — and to wile away the rime 
repeated to him the poem of T^plo' Shanter^ The 
effect upon Ho^ was electrical—' I "was delighted 1 ' 
he cries, in his reminiscencesT"' 1 was ttuTmore'than 
delighted — I was ravished I I cannot describe my 
feelings.' And then, in answer doubtless to eager 
questions, the haverel — who surely himself possessed 
a touch of power — informed him that the poem had 
been made 'by one Robert Bums, the sweetest poet 
that ever was bom'; but that he had died 'last har- 
vest,' and his place would never be supplied. Other 
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facts about his life were added, and — the season bdng 
summer, when there was no great pressure of work — 
ere Hogg left the hill he had Tarn d Skanttr by heart i 
It remained his favourite poem during the rest of bis I 
life. \ 

But this was by no means the end of the incident, 
so far as he was concerned. The revelation of Bums's 
verses and life-stoiy had come to him in the fulness of 
time, and with it his own genius entered upon a new 
phase of development Hitherto, as Jamie the Poeter, 
he bad sung in the main 'but as the linnets sing' — 
instinctively, as his brother shepherds did, only perhaps 
with somewhat more of assiduity and of acceptance. 
But, henceforth, a deeper purpose underlay his reverie, 
a more hazardous ambition inspired his life. Every 
day, as he tells us, he 'jwndered on the genius ,%pd 
the fate of Burns.' And then he would weep, and 
continually think within himself, 'What is to hinder 
IQe_^ from succeeding Bums ? ' Anon he recollected 
that there were some points at which he had the 
advantage. He bad, for instance, much more time to 
read and compose than any ploughman could have, 
and could sing more old songs than ever ploughman 
could in the world. But then, again, his difficulty in 
writing would depress him. Such were, in his case, 
the alternating aches and transporting uncertainties of 
the delicious period of adolescence and the excess of 
life. Many a young man of talent has known the like. 
But that James Hogg lived to overcome enormous 
diSiculties, to rise from perfect obscurity to eminence, 
and to make good his dream of ranking among peasant 
poets as second to Bums, is enough to entitle him, 
even in the estimation of such as care only for what 
is practical, to a place among famous Scots. 

Hogg has left some tnterestii^ patticniars as to bis 
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method of composition, which seems to have remained 
practically unaltered through life. When writing prose, 
he tells us that he was powerless to frame a single sentence 
until be had the pen in his hand, to catch the ideas as 
they arose, and that having once set down his thoi^hts, 
he never made a second copy. When making poetry, OD 
the other hand, his method was — let the piece be of what 
length it would — to compose and correct it wholly in his 
mind, or on a slate, ere he put pen to paper, and then to 
write it off — after which he could rarely be brought to 
alter a syllable. His friend Laidlaw, whose taste was finer 
than his, repeatedly represented to him the desirability of 
revising bis pieces; but Hogg was not to be persuaded. 
He would reply that he would write the next piece better ; 
but that this should remain as it was. In 1800, he began 
and completed the two first acts of a tragedy, bearing the 
Radcliffian title of TTte Castle in the Wood, which with 
much self-complacency he submitted to his literary 
adviser. But Laidlaw, in the tiresome manner char- 
acteristic of such functionaries, pronounced the effort 
'faulty in the extreme,' and, on returning it, was found 
to have scored throi^h several of the most elaborate of 
its speeches. The poet cursed his friend's stupidity, and, 
throwing the tragedy aside, never afterwards added a line 
to it. 

Hd^ has told us that, so happy was he at Blackhous^ 
that, but for external circumstances, he might have passed 
the rest of his life there. His brother William was now 
assisting their father in the management of the small farm 
of Ettrickhouse, in which the old man would appear to 
have reinstated himself. But, in 1800, William took to 
himself a wife, and Ettrickhouse not being suited to 
contain two families, James was recalled to take over 
his brother's duties. As Robert Hogg was by this time 
eighty years of age, James became practically the fanner, 
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and this arrangement continued until Whitsunday iSoj, 
or perhaps more probably 1804, when, the lease having 
expired, the farm was let over the elder Hogg's head. 
The three years of his second residence at Ettrickhouse 
were in more than one way eventful in the life of the poet. 
It was, in fact, at this period that he made what may 
be described as his first ' hit.' Heretofore he had had no 
chance of appealing save to an audience of Yarrow hinds 
and faim-laMes; but his song of Donald McDonald, 
composed upon the prospect of a French invasion, pene- 
trated beyond the hmits of the Forest. It became, in 
fact, extremely popular, being set to music, engraved, and 
sung with great applause at social and public gatherings 
in Edinbui^h. Nor was its success confined to Scotland ; 
for the poet relates that, chancing to visit the theatre of 
Lancaster, whither probably he had gone with stock, he 
foUrtfl his own song, in which a variation had been intro- 
duced, being delivered with great applause from the stage. 
Not wishing, naturally enough, to lose all credit due to 
himself as author, he turned to the man who sat next 
him, and whispered, 'That's ane o' mine's.' But the 
stranger, a jolly Yorkshireman, beholding in him a man 
of rugged appearance, swathed in a shepherd's plaid, 
merely laughed at his assumption and set him down for 
a Scotsman with a bee in his bonnet. He was by no 
means the only one to overlook the author's just claims 
to recognition. At a masonic dinner in Edinbu^h, when 
the song had been sung with loud applause and thrice 
encored. Lord Moira, who presided, made it the text of a 
discourse on the utility of patriotic songs at a period of 
national danger. But it never occurred to bis lordship to 
enquire who was author of this particular song. Worse 
still was the case of General McDonald. This gentleman, 
described as commanding the northern division of the 
British Army, took such a fancy to the song that be 
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caused it to be sung eveiy week-day at the regimental 
mess, and would snap his fitters and join in the chorus 
when he heard it More than this, he believed to his 
dying day that the song had been made in his honour. 
And yet he never once asked who had made it ! ' Thank- 
less,' truly, as Hogg remarks, ' is the poet's trade.' 

But we have already seen that he was not the man to 
be easily discouraged ; nor was he inclined to submit 
without an effort to see his claims passed over in silence. 
Hence his earliest publication. His own account of the 
circumstances which produced it is that, being constrained 
to spend the interval between two sales in Edinburgh, in 
order to dispose of certain unsold sheep, he decided to 
beguile the tedium of his waiting by having some of his 
poems put into type. Not having his manuscript with 
him, he was compeUed to select from his compositions 
those which he best remembered, rather than such as 
were intrinsically most meritorious, and having consigned 
these to a printer, and disposed of his sheep, he returned 
forthwith to his Forest wilds, thinking little more about the 
matter. This, as has been said, is his own account of the 
transaction ; but Mr Craig-Brown points out that it was an 
after-thought, adapted to meet later aspects of the case, 
and that as a matter of fact the poems had been revised 
by Laidlaw and another.^ Early in 1801 * they duly 
made their appearance, in a neat volume, bearing the 
tide Scottish Paslorals, Poems, Songs, etc.. Mostly written 
in the dialect of the South, and the imprint of 'John 
Taylor, Grassmarket.' This booklet extends to sixty-two 
pages, and was sold at the price of a shilling. It has 
been repeatedly described by writen upon Ho^, but 

' Histery ^ Selkirkskirs, Yol. i. p. J4I. 

* They tie refened to, apparently as already publulied, in the 
eailieit of Hogc'a letter* which hag been pieicrved, bearing dftte 
Jannaiy iSoi. Mn Gacden't Mtmarialt ef/ames Stgg, p. 36. 
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co[Hes of it are somewhat rare, and the descriptions 
mentioned are generally sufficient proof that their writeis 
had never seen what they describe. Of the seven pieces 
which it contiuns, the first is a spirited lament for 
'Geordie Fa',' (evidently one of the Yetholm gipsy 
Faas), noted in his day as a fiddler and poacher, and for 
his stout physique and genial manners. The second is 
an eclogue in which shepherds discuss the times, and the 
third a pastoral love-tale. These pieces are by no means 
ill-written, and for vigour, point and spontaneity need not 
fear comparison with the verse of Ramsay's Gentle Shep- 
herd. In the Dialogue in a Country Churchyard, written 
in obvious imitation of Gray, the poet tunes his lyre to a 
much higher strain, and is less successful in steering clear 
of bathos, that stumbling-block of rustic singers. 

But innocent, if not positively meritorious, as the little 
volume was, it became a source of much mortification to 
poor Hogg, whose venial equivocation as to its origin 
affords, surely, matter for sympathy rather than censure. 
In the first place, the printer had not done his work to 
the author's satisfaction.^ Then the poefs censorious 
neighbours chose to take exception to his having styled 
himself on the title-page a ' tenant-farmer,' when the lease 
of the farm which he farmed was made out in his brother's 
name. A sufficiently harmless allusion to Lord Napier, 
a leading local land-owner, seems to have produced further 
unpleasantness. Worst of all, the hook passed almost 
unnoticed ; and altogether so disgusted was Hogg with the 
result of his venture that he himself ' lost conceit ' of the 
poems, and came to characterize them as ' sad stuff.' It 
is perhaps the only instance in his career of undue self- 
depreciation. So acute, indeed, was his chagrin that the 
* Ho^ speiks d ' typographical erron abonodiiig in every page,' 
(Antobic^iphy, p. xxIt.), but thii ii an exaggentioii. The ErntU 
mentioned on the Sy-leaf are but eight. 
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poor poet actually suffered in health, and was constri^ned 
to take to bis bed. But, if easily elated, easily cast down, 
Hogg's nature was far too healthy to brood long over the 
buffets of fortune. The next event in his career was of 
a far more auspicious character. 

- It was in summer of i8oz that he first met Walter 
Scott,' then known to the world chiefly as the author of 
some ballads and translations from the German, who two 
or three years earlier bad been appointed Sheriff-depute 
of Selkirkshire. Hogg tells as that he was at work one 
day in a field on his father's farm, when he received in- 
timation that some gentlemen desired his immediate 
presence at Ramseycleuch. One of these was supposed 
to be the 'Shirra' himself, as Hogg was delighted to 
hear; for, having seen the first volumes of the Border 
Minstrelsy, he had taken down a number of ballads 
from bis mother's singing, and sent them to the editor 
with a view to their insertion in the forthcoming third 
volume. But the actual scene of the meeting, like other 
scenes in his life, can only be done justice to in the words 
in which he himself describes it ; — 

'I accordingly flung down my hoe,' be writes, 'and 
hasted away home to put on my Sunday clothes, but 
before reaching it I met the Shirra and Mr William 
Laidlaw, coming to visit me. They alighted, and re- 
mained in our cottage a considerable time, perhaps 
nearly two hours, and we were friends on the very first 
exchange of sentiments. It could not be otherwise, for 
Scott had no duplicity about him ; he always said as he 
thought My mother chanted the ballad of Old Maillan' 

^ Hogg himself dates the meeting b themmmeror tSoi (but he was 
genendly carelesi as to dates, and as he says a moment liter that he 
had prerionsly seen the first volumes of (he Bardtr Minstrilty, which 
were not pnblulied nntil JannaiyiSoi, we aiejnttified in transferring 
the incident to the later year. 
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to him, with which he was highly delighted, and asked 
her if she thought it ever had been in print And her 
answer was : " na, na, sir, it never wag printed i' the 
world, for my brothers an' me learned it an' mony mae 
frae auld Andrew Moor, and he learned it frae auld Baby 
Mettlin, wha was housekeeper to the first Laird of Tushi- 
law."^ This lady was said to have been "another nor a 
glide ane," about whom many queer stories were told. " But 
O, she had been a grand singer o' auld songs an' ballads." ' 

Then the clever old peasant-mother, still addressit^ 
herself to the Sheriff, went on to say that, 'except- 
ing George Warton an' James Stewart,* there was never 
one of her songs printed until he had printed them, and 
that in so doing he had entirely spoilt them. 'They 
were made for singing an' no for reading; but ye hae 
broken the charm now, an' they'll never be sung msur.' 
(She was right, for the function of the man-of-letters in 
regard to tradition is first to kill it, and then to embalm 
its dead body.) 'An' the worst thing of a',' she added, 
' they're nouther right spell'd nor right setten down.' 

'Take ye that, Mr Scott,' said Laidlaw, to which Scott 
responded with a hearty laugh. 

Then, says Hc^, ' my mother gave him a hearty rap 
on the knee with her open hand, and said, "Veil find, 
however, that it is a' true that I'm tellin' ye." ' And he 
adds, 'My mother has been too true a prophetess, for 
from that day to this, these songs, which were the amuse- 
ment of every winter evening, have never been sung more.' 

In this pleasant manner was inaugurated a friendship of 
which it is pleasing to record that it endured unbroken 
until the day of Scott's death, nearly thirty years later. Not 
for a moment is it to be supposed that, during that period, 
its vitality was not tested, — ay, and pretty severely tested 
1 Mr Croig-Btown explains thit the first Andeison of Toshilaw must 
bxve been meanL 
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— by either side. To assert this of any friendship what- 
ever would probably be to remove it out of the sphere of 
human things ; but especially must this be the case where 
two men of such marked individuality as Scott and Ho^ 
were the parties concerned. Be it freely acknowledged, 
therefore, that on both sides causes of irritation were sup- 
plied, not once, but repeatedly. But only the more 
honourable on that account is it to the depth of character 
and constancy of either party, and through these to human 
nature, that in the long run these ruillings of the surface 
were uniformly weathered, and that reciprocal respect for 
worth and talent triumphantly carried the day. 

But to resume. The interview in the cottage over, Scott 
and Laidlaw departed to examine some monuments in 
Ettrick CburchyMxi — among them, of course, that of ' Four- 
fold ' Boston. But Hogg met them again in the evening at 
dinner at Ramseycleuch. During the entertainment, the 
conversation happened to turn on the rival merits of the 
Cheviot and the Forest breed of sheep— denominated 
respectively the long and the short sheep — happened to 
turn on this subject and to settle there. Now this was not 
predsely the sort of information that Scott had come into 
Ettrick Forest in quest of. He grew bored, and, assuming 
his 'advocate's manner,' turned to Mr Brydon, the farmer 
host, and, remarking that he was rather at a loss regarding 
the merits of this very important question, enquired ' how 
long a sheep must actually measure to come under the 
denomination of a long sheep ? ' The farmer fell at once 
into the trap, and, in all sincerity, hastened to set his 
questioner right: — 'It's the woo', sir; it's the woo' that 
mak's the difference. The lang sheep hae the short woo', 
and the short sheep hae the lang thing, and these are just 
kind o' names we gie them, ye see.' The simplicity of the 
reply set the company laughing ; and fourteen years later, 
when Scott's novel of the Black Dwarf appeared, it was 
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the discovery of this incident repeated in its opening pages 
which enabled H(^ to establish for himself the identity 
of its author. 

Next day the party visited Buccleuch and Mount 
Comyn — the ordinal possessions, in that district, of the 
Scott family — where they hoped to discover relics of 
antiquity. They, however, found nothing, excepting the 
remains of an old chapel and churchyard, and of a kiln- 
mill and mill-dam — the latter being inferred by them, as 
no com grew in the district, to have been used for grind- 
ing the tributes in kind brought as 'black-mail' to the 
chieftain. Among the remains of the chapel a search 
was made for the blue marble stone — spoken of here as 
a font — which was searched for at a later date by Scott 
Riddell.* Finding, however, that at the spot where the 
altar had stood, the debris had been dug out to the 
foundations, the seekers concluded that someone had 
forestalled them in their search. The castles of Tushilaw 
and Thirlestane were also visited. The picture drawn 
by Hogg of Scott as he appeared at this period is 
extremely pleasing. The Sheriff, now in the very hey-day 
of his strength and manhood, brimmed over with life, 
high spirits and friendliness, and sat well a high-mettled 
steed which lost no opportunity of availing itself of the 
natural difEculties of the country. 

However deeply absorbed in poetical thought, James 
Ho^ was too true to his nature as a Lowland Scot to 
lose sight of the desire to get on in the world, or in other 
words to better his material condition. By this time he 
bad, as he tells us, made three journeys into the High- 
lands — one on horseback and two on foot— upon each 
occasion penetrating further into a district whidi had at 
all times a powerful attraction for him ; and it seems that 
one at least of the objects of these journeys was to estab- 
' See above, p. XJ. 
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lish himself, if not as a farmer on his own account at least 
as manager for another. On one of the journeys, having 
proceeded as far as Harris in the Hebrides, he had been 
struck by the possibilities of the place as a scene of sheep- 
farming operations;' and being about this time cast on 
the world, through the letting of Ettiick-house over his 
bead,' he resolved to invest his capital — consisting of 
;^3oo saved during his ten-years' service at Blackhouse — 
in taking and stocking a farm in the island. A neighbouring 
smalt farmer, who also possessed some capital, became his 
partner in the speculation, and, in view of his approaching 
departure, in the spring or early summer of 1804 he penned 
his Farewell to Ef trick. 

In this poem he dwells fondly on recollections of his 
childhood, on the aspirations of his early life, and on the 
many happy moments he has spent in the Forest, and, 
anticipating the constancy of his attachment to that locality, 
declares his resolve, if it be denied him to revisit it in life, 
at least to lay his bones there after death. This conception 
is, of course, in the main conventional ; yet, as summing up 
impressions of the writer's early life, the poem is not without 
biographical interest. An undertone of reproach runs 
through it, too — like that of a man who feels himself to 
have been hardly dealt by, or neglected ; and the lines — 
* Veil maybe cherish some al hame 
Wha dinna jnit sae neel deserve 't — ' 

' Hit Shefiherd't Gtadt, tSoy, includes an Essay on encouraging 
Sheep-Farming in tome districts of the Highlands. He describes one 
of thete jonmeys, made in July and Auguit 1803, in a scries of letten 

addressed to S W Esquire [Walter Scott, (?)] and published 

In the Sati Magattnt, October 1803, June 1803. See also Lockbart's 
Li/n>/Saat,p. III. 

* Hogg fixes the date of his tapenessloo in tbe farm of Ettrick- 
honse ai Whitsunday 1803. Hit parents seem still to have occupiea 
tbe cottage. 
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have the accent of complete sincerity— it might almost be 
said of sincerity in spite of the writer. Though uneven in 
execution, the verses contain sweet and tuneful passages. 
The poet's tried friend, William Laidlaw, comes in for a 
word of grateful and affectionate remembrance. 

The remoteness of Hc^s proposed place of exile must 
be judged, of course, by the standards of his own day, and 
it then becomes a point of coincidence between lus life 
and that of Bums that either poet had been on the eve 
of emigrating — an intention which, in either case, was at 
the last moment abandoned. As to the motives which 
determined the sudden abandonment of Ming's cherished 
scheme, his Autobiography is provoldngly reticent Ob- 
serving that it would be ' tedious and trifling ' were he to 
enter into details, he is content to tell us that his scheme 
was ' absolutely frustrated.' 

From Thomson's Memoir of the poet, we gather that 
the title to the Harris farm was not clear. It became the 
subject of litigation in the Court of Session, and in July 
1S04 Hogg was served with a notice prohibiting him from 
taking possession. Having invested his savings in the 
purchase of stock for the farm, he became a heavy loser 
over the transaction. Of an expansive nature, he had 
talked freely of his project, and in order to avoid ques- 
tions and remarks which could not fail to be disagreeable 
to him, he now withdrew into Cumberland, where he spent 
the remainder of the summer. On returnii^ to Scotland, 
he found himself very much in the same position whence 
he had started thirteen years before. His savings — the 
fruits of a steady and hard-working life— were gone, and 
it says a good deal for his philosophy and native good 
spirits that he was able ' cheerfully ' again to engage him- 
self as a shepherd. His employer on this occasion was a 
Mr Harkness, of Mitchelslack, in Nithsdale. 

Here he led a life of great loneliness, herding his sheep 
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upon Queensbeny Hill, and sheltering himself from the 
rain in a tiny bothy, which had to be entered on all fours, 
and did not admit of his standing upright within it. Judge 
of the cheering effect in his solitude of a visit which he 
now describes. He was keeping his sheep as usual, one 
autumn day, when he caught sight of two men coming 
towards him, who were strangers, and from their walk 
evidently not shepherds. Calling off his dog, Hector, 
who was inclined to dispute their passage, Hc^ awaited 
their approach, and found that one was a pleasant-looking 
man of about forty, and the other a dark ungainly youth, 
'with a boardty frame for his age, and strongly marked 
manly features — the very model of Bums.' After making 
sure of Ho^'s identity, the elder of the new-comers seized 
him by the hand, saying, ' Then, sir, I am glad to see you. 
There is not a man in Scotland whose hand I am prouder 
to hold I ' And such is the poet's nature that doubtless 
these words went far towards consoling Ho^ for his recent 
misfortunes ! He could not say a word in reply, but glanced 
downward at his ra^ed coat and bare feet, as if to remind 
the man whom he was addressing. 

Meantime the youth stood modestly at a respectful 
distance, while the elder went on to explain that they 
were brothers, and that the younger's name was Allan 
Cunningham, the greatest admirer that Hc^ had on 
earth, and himself an aspiring poet of some promise.' 
Allan had heard of Hogg's presence in the neighbour- 
hood, and would give his brother no peace until he 
consented that they should go forth tt^ether and visit 
him. Then Hogg stepped down the hill, and shaking 
the brawny hand of the young mason made him warmly 
welcome. After this the three adjourned to the bothy, 
to feast on Hogg's frugal fare and on what the Cunning- 
' The fOUDger CuDmugham, bom Dec 1784, wu fonrteen yean 
Ho^'s junior. 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



JAMES HOGG 45 

hams had brought with them, whilst the two whose names ' 
were afterwards to become widely celebrated recited their 
poems. This incident proves that, though Hogg's 
Pastorals had fallen flat, the reputation as a song writer 
which he had already won was spreading. 

Hogg seems to have remained two or three years at 
Mitchelslack, for it was from that place that he published 
his second volume, which is dated 1807. The idea of 
this collection of poems had been suggested by Scott's 
Border Minstrelsy. For, whilst astonished and delighted 
by the exactness with which its old ballads had been taken 
down and the accompanying traditions and superstitions 
bad been recorded, Ho^ tells us that he was less satis- 
fied with the 'Imitations of the Antient Ballad' which 
complete the volumes, and indeed it may be acknowledged 
that, whether judged as poetry or simply as imitations, the 
efforts of Leyden, Kirkpatrick Sharpe, and even Scott him- 
self, often leave a good deal to be desired. Animated to 
rivalry by this feeling, Hogg set about collecting traditions 
suited to his purpose, which he proceeded to fashion into 
ballads, and the result was the make-up of the volume 
entitled The Mountain Bard. Scott, who meantime had 
not lost sight of him, lent him assistance in getting the 
book subscribed for, and recommended it to the book- 
seller Constable, by whom it was published The poems 
were prefaced by a short autobiography of the author, and 
the whole was fitly dedicated to Scott. 

It was in reference to this book that Hogg paid that 
visit to Scott in Edinburgh of which a description by the 
sadrical Lockhart has obtained only too wide a currency. 
Lockhart states that, being invited to dinner, Hogg made 
his appearance in the ordinary dress of a shepherd — no 
great wonder, surely, under the circumstances — and that, 
on entering the drawing-room, he proceeded to stretch him- 
self at full length upon a sofa — an unconscious breach of 
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I decorum which he afterwards justified hy ezptsuning that 
he bad merely followed the example of the lady of the 
bouse, who happened to be ailing at the time. During 
dinner, his songs, jests and anecdotes enlivened the 
company ; but, as the evening wore on, he seems to have 
been betrayed into a sort of crescendo of familiaiity in his 
forms of address, which rose from the fonnal ' Mr Scott,' 
through 'Sherra,' 'Scott,' and 'Walter,' to 'Wattie' — a 
climax which he contrived to cap by addressing Mrs Scott 
; as ' Charlotte.' All this is scarcely of a piece with what 
1 we have seen so far of the demeanour of our pensive Child 
a of Nature ; but we have to remember that high animal 
1 spirits were not less characteristic of him than contem- 
^ plation. An extant letter of apology^ shows that, in 
his own opinion, Hogg had gone rather too far that night 
On the other hand we must not forget that Loclchart was 
yet a child when the scenes which he so pungently describes 
took place, and that it is sometimes not difficult to con- 
struct a 'good story' out of very slender materials. 

Hogg had been very successful in his search for tradi- 
tions, and such stories as those of the Ettriclc Pedlar, of 
' Muckle-mou'd Meg,' and of the murder of the heir of 
Thirlestane, afford excellent foundations on which to 
rear a weird or romantic ballad. Unhappily the bard 
failed to do justice to his materials, his verses exhibiting 
litde poetic power, and, what in him is more surprising, 
no rad power in representing the supernatural Very 
much of his volume is indeed composed of doggerel un- 
redeemed. The ballads have nothing of the terseness 
and neive of their models, being expanded, by otiose 

' PriDted in Lockhait'i Lifi of Scatl, chap, xiL It bran date 
DeMmbcr 1S03, which ihowi that, probably hf Scott's advice, 
Hogg delayed the pnblicaiion of his book. The time occupied in 
getting the neceuaiy number of inbscriben would account for « 
put of the delay. 
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passages, to a tedious length. The ei^tanatioii of so 
com{^te a ^lure seems to be that the ballad-form did 
not suit Ho^s talent, and it is a fact that he was never 
really successful in it, his undoubted and remarkable 
narrative gifts requiring apparently the greater latitude 
aSbrded by the less formal ' tale ' in verse or prose. The 
interest of the book is thus mainly concentrated in the 
Notes, which still form a valuable and little-known re- 
pository of local folk-lore and tradition. It is noticeable 
also that, in such a story as that of the phantom Pedlar, we 
have a foretaste of Ho^'s matured manner, as seen in 
the stories of the Shepherd's Calendar; whilst, in the 
ballad of Mess John (Binram), we find the germ of the 
still famous story of the Brownie of Bodsbeek, For their 
insight into dog-character, and rendering of the sympathy 
between dog and man, the homely and heartfelt verses 
addressed by the poet to his 'auld touzy trusty tike,' 
Hector, deserve a place in any collection on the subject 
which, in this age of anthologies, may be made or to make. 

Simultaneously with 77k Mountain Bard, Constable 
published for Hogg lite Shepherds Guide, a Practical 
Treatise on the Diseases of Sheep, with observations on 
the most suitable farm-stocking for the various climates of 
the country. The author's modest claim for the book is 
merely that it is written by a shepherd for shepherds, and 
incorporates the results of his own observation and daily 
conversation among men of the calling, — from which he 
goes on to discourse in straightforward and thoroughly 
business-like style upon ' braxy,' ' sturdy,' ' pelt-rot,' ' cling,' 
' wild-fire,' and the like ailments, into which we are not 
called to follow him. 

Ballad verse was the order of the day, and notwith- 
standing shortcomings The Mountain Bard was suc- 
cessful, Lockhart in his Life of Scoit^ attesting its 
■ Chapter XT)L 
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popularity, as well as the fact that the author was now 
beginning to be generally known and appreciated in 
Scotland. Continuing his kindly exertions on Hogg's 
behalf, Scott in 1808 exchanged many letters with the 
Earl of Dalkeith and his brother, Lord Montagu, touch- 
ing a provision for the poet, Hogg's own fancy at this 
time was for an ensigncy in a militia regiment, from which 
Scott discouraged him, preferring the less showy situation 
of a berth in the Excise. Neither scheme, however, came 
to anything. But Hogg was at this time by no means 
entirely dependent on the help of friends. 

Before publishing the ballads. Constable had informed 
their author that his poetry would not sell; to which 
Ho^ had characteristically replied that he thought it as 
good as any he had seen. On this. Constable said that, 
as Hc^g appeared to him 'a gey queer chiel,' if two 
hundred subscribers to it could be obtained, he would 
publish the book, and pay as much for it as be could. 
By one means or another Hogg procured no less than 
five hundred subscribers, and Constable on his part 
having acted, as the author says, 'on the whole with 
great liberahty,' the latter found himself possessed of 
nearly ^£300, of which ^86 had been paid him on 
account of TXe Shepherds Guide. There had, however, 
been great disparity in the treatment which he received 
from his subscribers, some of whom paid him double, 
treble, and even ten times what was due, whilst a third 
of the number did not pay him at all. 

Elated by the comparative ease with which what was 
for him a la^e sum of money had been earned, and 
doubtless feeling himself entirely independent of his 
friends, Hogg now set up on his own account as a 
farmer. But by his own confession success had driven 
hi i" 'perfectly mad.* Accordir^ly his first venture was 
to lease a sheep-farm in Dumfriesshire for exactly half 
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as much again as it vas worth. By his own account 

he had been cheated into this transaction by a rascal 
who meant to rob him of all he was worth, and who 
within a year effected this purpose. But, in the mean- 
time, Hogg had further involved himself by taking 
another iaim, of such dimensions that he tells us it 
would of itself have taken more than three times his 
capital to stock it. So he now 'got every day out 
of one Strait and confusion into a worse.' To our- 
selves the history of the next year or two is a blank, 
as to which we only know that, between his two 
farms he ' blundered and stm^led on,' ' giving up all 
thought of poetry and literature of every kind.' The 
words quoted are in each case his own, and we shall 
probably do well to remember that there may have 
been more than one side to the story of his farmir^ 
misadventures. When next he emei^es into view, he 
is once more penniless. 'Finding myself, at length, 
fairly run aground,' he says, 'I gave my creditors all 
that I had, or rather suffered them to take it, and came 
off and left them. I never asked for any settlement, 
which would not have been refused me,' Thus at thirty- 
nine years of age (1809), he found himself called upon 
to make a fresh start in hfe, and it is really not until 
now that his career in the capacity in which be chiefly 
interests ourselves — in the capacity, that is, of a pro- 
fessional man of letters — may be said practically to 
begin. 
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Failure is not popular anywhere — least of all, perhaps, 
among the intenselj' practical natives of the Scottish Low- 
lands, and accordingly, when Hogg returned to Ettrick 
Forest after being ' sold up,' it was to find himself ' cold 
shouldered.' ' I found the countenances of all my friends 
altered,' he writes, 'and even those whom I had loved 
and trusted most disowned me, and told me so to my 
face.' Let us here allow something for the exaggeration 
natural to the poetic temperament, and, among poets, by 
no means least natural to Hogg. With, possibly, a touch 
of excess in the opposite direction, he had boasted ere- 
while that his ruin had wholly failed to depress him — ' I 
was generally most cheerfiil when most unfortunate.' But 
there are lines, not only in his Farewell to Ettrkk, but in 
perhaps the best poem he had so far published, his verses 
addressed to his dog, which prove that he was keenly 
sensitive to the unkindness, if not of Fortune, at any rate 
of his fellow-creatures, and that, real or fancied, this had 
driven him to something like a quarrel with his kind. 
But, if he was sensitive, sensitiveness was in him no source 
of weakness ; it braced him to resolve to show his fickle 
friends that they were in the wrong. 

His position in Ettrick was, however, now greatly worse 
than it had ever been before. Hitherto he had always 
had his trade to fall back on ; but he tells us that, since 
he had appeared as a poet and had been himself a farmer, 
he no longer found any farmer willing to engage him as 
a shepherd. And eo, having had Ms services declined 
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even by some of his old masters, he was compelled to 
spend tihe winter in idleness, and consequently in penury. 
Keaders of Mr Hardy's pastorals will recall the parallel 
case of Gabriel Oak, who remains unhired in the market- 
place of Casterbridge, when to the enquiries of successive 
farmers as to whose farm he had worked on last, he was 
compelled to reply 'My own.' In an ideal world the 
duties and responsibilities of a master would form a good 
training for the lighter burdens of servitude, but in a 
mere everyday world we are somehow not inclined to 
believe that this holds good. 

The present state of matters could not go on, and 
accordingly, in February 1810, the poet, by this time 
reduced to 'utter desperation,' wrapped his shepherd's 
plaid about him, and set out for Edinburgh, determined, 
' since no better could be,' to push his fortunes as a literary 
man. It was, indeed, the best thing he could have done, 
and in a letter addressed to a friend some four years later, 
he, with a humorous detachment and dispassionateness 
which were characteristic of him, fully recognizes it as 
such: — 'It pleased God,' he writes, 'to take away hy 
death all my ewes and my lambs, and my long-homed 
cow, and my spotted bull, for if they had lived and if I 
had kept the farm of Corfardin, I had been a lost man to 
the world, and mankind should never have known the 
half that was in me.' In another place he tells us that, 
had circumstances been favourable, he would have used 
his poetical talent as a 'staff,' but never as a 'crutch.' 

This, as has been said, is the turning-point of Hc^'s 
career, and as he leaves it behind him a change comes 
over himself. Hitherto we have delighted to picture him 
as a simple-minded shepherd, compelled by the necessity 
of bis calling to dwell apart in his bill-fastnesses, and there 
communing with Nature, dreaming dreams, musing on 
old traditions, and nursing in his breast a high ambition. 
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During this period he comes, perhaps, as near to the 
character of the ideal shepherd of poetry as any man has 
ever done. It is only natural that we should be loth to 
divest him of that character, and yet the time has now 
arrived for doing so. From henceforth his lot is cast, 
though not consistently in the city, at least amid the throng 
and push of life's mel^e, and the attributes and qualities 
developed by his new environment are of the service- 
able rather than of the ideal order. And yet, after all, is it 
not true that a time comes to most of ua when the qualities 
which we most admire and love are chosen among the 
former? But to the point If, then, for the sake of 
contrast, it be permitted us to draw the line of demarca- 
tion somewhat sharply, we may here say that, passing at 
one step from the penumbra of romance into the sun- 
hght of a work-a-day world, the Daphnis of our Border 
Oaristys is straightway transformed into a shrewd homely 
Scottish peasant, possessed of plenty of 'grit,' and of a 
gift from Nature which he is much bent on turning, ac- 
cording to the recognized methods, to the best possible 
profit and account. Or, to vary the expression, it might be 
said that the bygone forty years of the Shepherd's life were 
those in which he hved poetry, the five-and-twenty to come 
those in which he wrote it. And no doubt the period 
of transition brings with it a sacrifice of something more 
than mere picturesquencss, or mere sentiment Hence- 
forward, for instance, in our hero's hfe, the spirit of con- 
templation is not much in evidence ; whilst, on the Other 
hand, amid fostering surroundings, his high animal spirits 
are somewhat apt to become uproarious, his belief in him- 
self to degenerate into a loudly-expressed, though always 
as we believe half-humorous, self-assertiveness. Weill 
and if this be so, what then ? Happy is the man — above 
all, the man tried as Hogg was tri^ by so many ups and 
downs of fortune— against whom nothing wrase than this 
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can be alleged. And it will be our pleasant task to ex- 
hibit him to the end, not only upright and virtuous in the 
greater essentials, but throughout his moral being sound, 
honest, pure and vholesome — in native steadfastness of 
character a shining contrast to his more divinely gifted 
predecessor. Indeed, were we to judge him only as one 
who by perseverance in the face of superhuman difficulties 
lived to realize his ambition, and among Scottish peasants 
to rank second to the poet Bums, his life would yet be 
fruitful of instruction and example to succeeding genera^ 
tions. 

Hc^ had ground for believing that his position in 
Edinburgh would be, at the worst, not quite so bad as it 
had now become in Ettrick. As we know from Lockhart, 
his three published volumes had already won him some- 
thing of R name ; whibt to his literary friends, such as 
Scott and Constable, he doubtless felt that he might 
confidently look for a less sorry reception than had 
awaited him in his native valley. But, with the best will 
in the world, it is not always possible to befriend budding 
talent, and the new-comer, who even now, in his own 
words, ' knew no more of human life and manners than a 
child,' must have been grievously disappointed, on reach- 
ing the capital, to find his poetical talent rated nearly a^ 
low there as his shepherding had been at home. It was 
in vain that he applied for employment to newsmongers, 
booksellers, and editors of magazines. They were willing 
enough to accept and publish his contributions, but then 
' there was no money going — not a farthing 1 ' And this, 
as he observes, did not suit him. We are prepared to 
believe it, and but for the generous friendship of a certain 
Mr John Grieve, son of a Cameronian minister of Cacra- 
bank in Ettrick, who had known him from childhood, it 
had doubtless gone hardly with the Shepherd at this time. 
But Grieve, who was now comfortably established as a 
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batter in the capital, was in fact as true a friend to him as 
William Laidlaw bad been formerly; and, indeed, if the 
power of attracting staunch friends be taken, as it almost 
always may be, as a test of inherent worth, then the posses- 
sion of these two stroi^ and disinterested friendships in 
the days of his obscurity must be allowed to speak volumes 
in favour of Ho^s character. Associated with Grieve in 
this friendship was his partner in business, a Mr Scott ; 
and with these two, during the first six months of his 
stay in Edinbui^h, the Shepherd made his home. They 
watched over his welfare with the kindest care, suffering 
him to want for neither money nor clothes, whilst their 
delicacy, by forestalling his wants, saved his pride the 
pain of mentioning them. The three friends, as H(^ 
tells us, spent many happy evenings together; and, 
indeed, when circumstances permitted, were seldom apart. 
Then Grieve, who was a man of cultivated tastes, exercised 
a beneficial influence over his guest, not only by firm 
belief in his powers, but by stimulating him to work ; and, 
besides this, having many literary acquaintances in the 
town, was doubtless able to be of practical service to him 
in furnishing introductions. 

At length, rather against his will, the publisher Constable, 
who is described as having 'a sort of kindness' for his 
wholesome rustic client, agreed to bring out another 
volume for him, and TSe Forest Minstrel saw the light 
The edition consisted of looo copies, to sell at five 
shillings each, Ho^ being to receive half profits. But 
he tells us that, having reason to suspect that the concern 
had proved a losing one, he never applied for his share, 
and consequently received nothing. The Countess of 
Dalkeith, to whom the book was dedicated, and the 
praises of whose family were sung in it, presented him, 
however, with ;^ioo. 

Hogg has been so o^n twitted with self-complacency, 
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not to say self-gloriousness — a charge not groundless but 
too much insisted on — that one is not sorry to be able to 
point to his extremely modest estimate, not merely of his 
Pastorals, but of the songs composing his new volume. 
Of these he says frankly that 'in general they are not 
good,' alleging as a reason that he has inserted among 
them every ranting rhyme made by him in his youth to 
please the circles about the firesides in the country. The 
last is as it may be, but as to the merit of the songs we 
must take leave to differ from him entirely. He is far 
nearer the mark when, later on, with no less modesty he 
describes himself as 'a sort of natural songster, without 
another advantage on earth.' His avowed or ostensible 
object in his present collection was that it should take the 
place of certain alien songs which, since the death of 
Bums, had begun to oust the native product m Scotland 
This was, perhaps, a somewhat ambitious programme, 
but, at least as regards the unsophisticated portion of the 
community, there can scarcely be ims^ined a book more 
competent to realise it than the Forest Minstrel, It is, 
indeed, almost the ideal of a Soi^-book for Shepherds, 
and in that class of composition which is most apt 
to degenerate into the monotonous or the conventional, 
furnishes scarce a feeble example — nay, scarcely an 
ejtample which is not at once spirited and poetical 
Its contents are divided into four classes — namely, Love- 
songs, Patriotic, Humorous, and Pathetic Songs — and 
their outstanding characteristic is that they have what 
is the first essential quality in a song — they are each 
and all eminently singable. On every page the author 
gives unmistakable proof of the possession of that native 
tuneful impulse, which, rare in almost any age, has in 
OUT own day characterised, for one, Mr Joseph Skipsey, 
the Northumbrian collier poet His lines and verses are 
like happy children just escaped from school — they wont 
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walk orderly, they must dance. Take for instance, fiom 
amoi^ the love-songs : — 

' Sing on, sing on, m^ bonoie bird. 

The sang je sang Tcstreen, O, 
When here, anoLth the hawthorn wild, 
I met my boome Jean, O.' 

' The wild rose, blushing oo the brier, 

Was set wi' draps o' pearly dew ; 
As fill! and clear the bursting tear 
That row'd in Ellen's ceo o' blue.' 

or, 

' Oft has the lark sang o'er my head, 

And shook the dew-drops (rse his wing ; 
Oft hae my flocks forgot to feed, 
An' round theii shepherd fortn'd a ring. . . .' 
or, yet again, 

' III pu' the gowan off the glen, 
The lily off the lea, 



or yet once more, 

' A bramble shade arouod her head, 
A burnie poplin' by, O ; 
Oar bed the swaiid, our sheet the plaid. 
Our canopy the sky, O.' 
or, lastly, 

' When she and I to rest are gane. 

May shepherds strew our graves wi' daisy, 
And when o'er ns they make their maen, 
Aye join my name wi' bonny Leezy. ' 

But there are, indeed, a hundred passages as fresh, as 
' Nosegay. 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



JAMES HOGG S7 

tuneful, and as onstudied, as the trills and gurgles of the 
thrush's song at eve. When the poet sings, 

' Hie lammie to the ewe is dear, 
Sut Peggj'x dearer &t to me,' 

or the lover's ecstasy finds expression in the words, 

' O weel'g me on my happy lot I 
O weel's me on my dearie I ' 

ve reel that the images and the language of nature are 
here in their place ; the field flowers bloom in the Shep- 
herd's line as in their native wilds. The shepherd lover 
of ' Bonnie Mary ' is worthy of Longus ; whilst, in such a 
verse as that which follows, the incidents and feelings of 
rustic courtship are touched off with channit^ naivete 
and point : 

' The little doggie at the door 

iDto hti arms he eatight it, 
An' hugg'd an' sleek'd it o'et and o'er. 

For love o' them that aught' it' 

The less fervid songs also have the merit appropriate to 
their class ; whilst the patriotic ones, if necessarily some- 
what more declamatory, are stirring and genuinely inspired. 
Besides Hogg's songs, the Forest Mins/re/ contained Laid- 
law's well-known poem of Zuc/s Flitting, and a number 
of songs by Allan Cunningham's brother Thomas, with 
which we are not here concerned. 

Hogg's next scheme was to start a weekly journal of 
his own, to be devoted to btHts4titrts, morals, and criti- 
cism — a project on which Constable and other printers 
and booksellers did their best to pour cold water. ' D — n 
them,' was the terse comment of the belated ^iib-streeUte, 
as he ran from one to the other, ' the folks are all combined 
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in a body.' At last, such were hts perseverance and his 
belief in that which Napoleon in his own case called his 
'star,' that he induced one James Robertson, an honest 
bookseller of Nicolson Street, to take up his plan. The 
result was that, on September ist, iSio, the first issue of 
The ^y made its appearance, priced at fourpence. It had 
a brisk sale, and a few shillings with an immense number 
of half-pence, brought to Ho^ by the newspaper-boy, 
constituted the first money he had earned since his 
arrival in Edtnbui^h six months before. This hoy, by 
the way, had his own plan for swelling receipts, for he 
demanded payment for several hundred copies of the 
paper which ^^^ marked to be delivered free, explaining, 
if objections were raised, that he did not ask anjrthing 
for delivety, but must be pjud the price of the article 
delivered. 

The new enterprixe had begun hopefully; but a 
thoughtless breach of decorum in the third or fourth 
issue at once lowered the circulation by seventy-three, 
and made enemies for the paper, the literary ladies of 
the town in particular declaring with unanimity that the 
author would never write a sentence deserving to be 
read. Hogg's gallantry — sufficiendy robust on most 
occasions — was not proof against this trial, and he re- 
lieved his feelings with these further expletives, ' Gaping 
deevils 1 wha cares what they say I If I leeve ony time, 
III let them see the contrair o' that' Plebeian perhaps 
on the surface, but there is the i^ht spirit behind it 

His ovm frank account of the hatdiing of his articles 
for 7% Sfiy has about it a racy flavour of Grub Street 
and La Basse-Boh^me. ' My publisher,' he writes, ' was 
a kind-hearted, confused body, who loved a joke and a 
dram. He sent for me every day about one o'clock, to 
consult about the publication; and then we uniformly 
went down to A dtu'k house in the Cowgate, where we 
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diank whisky and ate rolls with a number of printers, 
the dirtiest and leanest-looking men I had ever seen.' 

Ho^'s habits hitherto had been so regular and temper- 
ate that he soon found this course of life injurious, and, 
resolving thereupon to have nothing more to do with it, 
he transferred the printing of 7^ ^jr to another firm. 
But the change, though morally salutary, was not pecimi- 
arily fortunate. At the end of the year, the new printers, 
Ailuuan by name, instead of handing in profits, claimed 
for losses incurred, as they alleged, over the paper. These 
claims Hogg refused to pay, unless furnished with an ac- 
count of the disposal of the numbers of the paper printed, 
and the upshot of the matter was that, being somewhat in 
Robertson's debt, he found himself at the end of a year 
of literary drudgery a loser rather than a gainer. It was 
thus high rime to discontinue T^ Spy, which he brought to 
a conclusion with a farewell passage in which he once more 
drew the attention of the public to the singularity of bis 
own story. 

In supplying the weekly material for the paper he had 
had some assistance from Mr Robert Sym, an uncle of 
Professor Wilson, who was later to become known as the 
'Timothy Tickler' of the Nodes, and from his friends Mr 
and Mrs James Gray, the former of whom had married as 
his first wife a sister of the lady who was eventually to 
become Mrs Hogg. Probably Jefi'rey is right when he 
says of TTie Spy ^ that, though it exhibits ' frequent indica- 
tions of a vigorous and aspiring mind,' the defects of 
Hogg's education, and his late and limited intercourse with 
society, are more apparent there than in the Mountain 
Bard. There is evidence in Hc^'s correspondence * that, 
during the year 181 1, he had some employment as a &ctor 
and land valuator, but it does not seem to have lasted long. 

* Edinlmrgh RtvUn, vol. miT., p. 160. 

* Minuiriait, p. 50. 
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The neM undertaking; in which we find our hero 
interested was a Debating Society, established by him- 
self and a few young men of his acquaintance, under 
the name of T%e Forum. Their meetings were held 
once a week, in a church in Carrubber's Closer the 
public — of whom sometimes as many as a thousand 
were present — being admitted on payment of sixpence 
a head. H<^'s friends had at first been unanimous 
in trying to dissuade him from coming forward as a 
public speaker, and, having regard to his rusticity and 
inexperience, there was certainly something to be said 
from their point of view. But there are times in life 
when to be wisely rash, and Hogg's native talent and 
originality now pulled him safely through the ordeaL He 
spoke at least once at every meeting, and we have his 
own complacent assurance that, though occasionally in- 
curring pointed disapprobation, he was in general a 
'prodigious favourite.' No doubt this same self-com- 
placency would stand him in good stead by preserving 
him from any undue sensitiveness to ' chaff' or ridicule, 
of which the author of an avowedly hostile pamphlet' 
informs us that there was at times not a little. The 
young men, who got on admirably together, had ap- 
pointed Hogg their Secretary, at a salary of ^^ao a- 
year; but this was never paid. But, if in a pecuniary 
sense he gained nothing from the Society, there were 
other respects in which he assures us that he owed it 
much. To its discipline, indeed, he freely attributes 
a share of his subsequent success in life, saying 
that it was practically the first schooling he had ever 
received. He adds, in reference to private debating 
' The Ufe of the Eltiick Shepherd Anatomized in a Series of 
Strictures on the Autobiography of Jamei H<^ prefixed to vol. !. 
of the Altrivt Tola, by an Old Dissectoi [Dr James Biowne], Huntei, 
Edinbn^, 1S33. 
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societies — of which it will be remembered that he had 
had experience in his early Ettrick days — that these 
'signify nothing. But a discerning public is a severe 
test, especially in a multitude, where the smallest depar- 
ture from good taste, or from the question, is sure to 
draw down disapproval, and where no good saying ever 
misses observation or applause. If this do not assist in 
improving the taste, I know not what will.' 

Notwithstanding benefits received from it, the Society 
was not without a ludicrous side, on which Hogg's strong 
sense of humour would be quick to seize. The result 
was 2^ Forum, A Tragidyfor Cold Weather — a musical 
farce in three acts, in which the debates were satirized, 
whilst the members, not excepting the author himself, 
were broadly ' taken off.' This piece pleased Hi^ himself 
well; but feeling that some of its portraits were rather 
severe, he with more than his usual discretion in these 
matters kept the enjoyment of it to himself. At about 
the same time he also wrote another musical drama, 
which was submitted to his friend Mr Siddons, who in 
the main approved it highly. But it was not produced 
upon the stage. 

The vogue of the Foram continued for three years; 
but considerably before that period had expired a most 
important event in Ho^s life had taken place — to wit, 
the publication of The Queen's Wake. His own account 
of the production of that poem, which was to prove not 
only his first real success, but the work by which his 
name was to be best remembered, assigns among his 
motives a singular d^;ree of importance to what is purely 
casual. He remarks that the recent successes of Scott 
and ByroQ had turned public attention strongly in the 
direction of poetry, and that hence bis friend Mr Griev^ 
having formed a very high opinion of certain pieces 
which be had published in Hie Sj>y, now did his best 
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to persuade him to take the field once more as a poet, 
and try his luck with the others. Hanng some metrical 
tales by him, and not wishing them to be lost, Hc^ 
accordingly devised the plan of 7^ Queen's Wake, so 
as to include them. With his happy facility of execution, a 
few months then sufficed for the carrying out of his project. 

Having read the poem to Grieve, who declared that 
'it would do,' Hogg wished to have further opinions as 
to its merits; but his friends showed no alacrity in 
meetii^ his wishes. He was living at Deanhaugh at 
the time, and thither he invited Mr and Mrs Gray, to 
drink tea and read a part of the poem. But he bad 
not read half a page when the lady took exception to 
a word, which Grieve, who was present, defended. An 
argument thereupon arose, which diverted attention ; and 
notwithstanding that the poor poet gave vent to some 
very broad hints, he found no opportunity of proceeding 
with his reading. His chagrin being made known, the 
Grays, with a view to making amends, fixed another 
meeting, appointing him to bring his manuscript to their 
house. But his second experience was even more 
mortifying than his first ; for, ere Mr Gray had well 
reached the bottom of the third page, he was called 
out to listen to a mendicant baid reciting verses of his 
own in the lobby. The new attraction quite eclipsed 
H(^, who, whilst the company flocked to hear the 
maunderings of a crazy beggar, found himself le^ with 
but a single companion, to read or not as he might 
think fit Surely it speaks volumes for his good-nature, 
that, in spite of this, his friendship for the Grays suffered 
no abatement I 

His nest task was to find a publisher. Constable 
received him coldly, declining to take any steps in the 
matter until he should have seen the manuscript To 
this Hog^ would not accede, enquiring pertinenUy, what 
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skill had he (Constable) about the merits of a book ; to 
which the publisher replied that at any rate he knew 
how to sell a book as well as any man, which should 
be some concern of the author's, and that he knew how 

to buy one, too, by 1 In the sequel an airangement 

was made by which Hogg was to procure two hundred 
subscribers to the book, whilst Constable on his part 
would pay £^oo for the right of printing a thousand 
copies of it But ere preliminaries were concluded, the 
poet received a much better offer, from a Princes Street 
bookseller named Goldie who had been a member of 
the Forum, and who, having seen the poem in manu- 
script and conceived a high opinion of it, offered Hogg 
not merely ^loo for it, but the proceeds of the sub- 
scriptions — which were by this time promised — as well. 
The poet was loth to part from Constable, but happening 
to find him in a bad humour next time he called, he felt 
justified in closing with Goldie's offer, and in the spring 
of 1813 The Queen's Wake made its appearance. 

In consequence partly of the breaking down of the 
readings, nobody had so far seen the poem, and on the 
day following its publication Hogg patrolled the streets 
of Edinburgh in a fever of anxiety, riding the title of his 
book in the booksellers' windows, but not daring to enter 
the shops. He, indeed, compares the state of his mind 
to that of a man between life and death, who awaits the 
sentence of the jury. The lirst encouragement he received 
was from a countryman of his own, a bluff spirit-merchant 
by name Dunlop, who, catching sight of him across the 
High Street, went over and accosted him in words which, 
though very unrefined, made a strong Impresdon on the 
Shepherd, knowing as he did that the speaker possessed a 
'great deal of rough common sense.' On Hogg's enquiring 
his meaning, the apirit^dealer proceeded as follows : — ' D — n 
your stupid head, ye hae been pestering us wi' fouipenny 
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papers an' daft shillyshally sangs, an' bletherin' an' speakin' 
i' the Forum, an' yet had stuff in ye to produce a thing like 
this.' — Ho^ then asked if he bad seen the new book. 
' Ay, that I have, man ; and it has lickit me out o' a 
night's sleep. Ye hae hit the right nail on the head now. 
Yon's the very thing, sir.' — 'I'm very glad to hear you 
say sae, Willie,' replied the author, ' but what do ye 
ken about poems ? ' — ' Never ye mind how I ken ; I gi'e 
you my word for it, yon's the thing that will do.' And 
after some more to the same effect, the whisky-merchant 
tuined on his heel, and went his way laughing, and mis- 
calling the poet over his shoulder. Thus, at least, Hogg 
reports the conversation. Dunlop denied the truth trf 
the story, which, one way or the other, is not of much 
importance. But it is obviously quite possible that a 
man of such rough-and-ready utterance may have for- 
gotten his lightly-spoken words, whilst Hogg, as the party 
much more deeply interested, would treasure them in his 
memory. 

In any case the world was prompt to endorse the 
verdict attributed to the whisky-merchant Facing his 
acquaintances one by one, Ho^ heard nothing but praises 
on all sides. ' The reatUng public,' writes his daughter,^ 
< was taken by storm.' ' Who,' they asked, ' was this poet 
who sang the beautiful lay of Kiimeny, and the incom- 
parable Witck of Fife ? Under what bushel has he been 
biding his talents all these years ?' In a word, from the hour 
of the appearance of the poem, ' James Hogg was acknow- 
ledged as a man of genius.' He was introduced to the 
leading literary celebrities of the town ; great men and 
great ladies sot^ht his acquaintance, and it became the 
fashion in Edinburgh to have the bard of 3Tfe Queen's 
Wake at the supper-table. The little writing-table in the 
poet's lodgings, adds the same authority, was now usualljr 
' Sf^uoriait, p> 55. 
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coveied with notes of invitation. Such are, indeed, some 
of the outward and visible signs of literary success ; but 
the poet was too shrewd a man to be uplifted overmuch 
by such straws in the wind, or to allow himself to be 
carried away by the tide of popular favour. We have his 
word that, at this time, excepting to a few intimate friends, 
he niade himself ' exceedingly scarce.' 

It must not, however, by any means be concluded that 
the success of the poem was either purely or mainly one 
of foshion. In a cordial letter to ttie poet, dated from 
Keswick, December 1814,^ Southey employs these words: 
— ' I will not say that 7^ Quien't Wake has exceeded my 
expectations, because I have ever expected great things 
from you, since in 1805 I heard Walter Scott by his own 
fireside at Ashiestiel repeat Gilmamckuch? . . . But 
the Wake has equalled all that I expected.' At about 
the same time, Jeffrey, that ' prince of critics ' of his own 
day, devoted an article in the Edinlrurgk Sevietu^ to a 
notice of the third edition of the poem. From this we 
gather, with something of surprise, that its success so far 
is not to be understood as having penetrated beyond the 
'narrow sphere to which the personal influence of the 
author and publisher extends.' At the same time the 
reviewer, after supplying with not more than his wonted 
irony an account of Hogg's previous career, admits that 
the new work affords good ground for thinking that the 
poet ' is yet doomed to justify his early election, and 
in some measure to realize the proudest of his early 
anticipations,' The writer adds a tribute to the disinter- 
estedness and independence of character of one who, as 
he verily believes, ' would rather starve upon poetry, than 
accept of ease and affluence on condition of renouncing it 
Delighting still more in the pursuit itself,' continues the 

' Mtmoriah, p. 73. 

» One of the bslUds of Th4 Mfimtain Bard, * Vol. xxiy, p. 157. 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



66 FAMOUS SCOTS 

critic, ' than in the glory to which he no doubt thinks it 
is to conduct him, he is resolute, we are persuaded, to 
serve the Muses, even without the appropriate w^es of 
fame. ... It ought also to be recorded to his honour, 
that he has uniformly sought this success by the &irest 
and most manly means; and that neither poverty nor 
ambition has been able to produce in him the slightest 
de^ee of obsequiousness towards the possessors of glory 
or power.' The panegyric is quoted as not less well- 
deserved by Ho^ than honourable to Jeffrey, and at the 
same time as greatly more generous In tone than most of 
the verdicts which we are now accustomed to associate 
with the name of the Edinburgh Aristaichus. 

But it is high time to turn to the poem itself. It 
is divided into three ' Nights ' — each of these having 
several tales allotted to it, — and has besides a metrical 
Introduction, Conclusion, and connecting narrative. The 
Introduction opens with an eloquent, appealing, and 
highly'' personal' strophe, address«J by the Shepherd to 
his visionary harp, his true friend through all the slights 
and sorrows of tus chequered career, the associate of his 
youth, the confidant of his early love-dreams, and now, 
amid the cold winds of adversity, his consolation and sole 
stay. Much has been said of the Ettrick Shepherd's self- 
sufficiency — an attribute which in his case might fitly be 
considered as a happy provision of Nature to carry him 
over the immense difficulties of his carrer ; but to turn to 
such a passage as the following is enough to wake our 
sympathy with the true inward nature and condition of 
the man: — 

' UnknowQ to men of sordid beart, 
What joys (he poet's hopes impait ; 
Unknown, how his high soul is torn 
By cold neglect, or canting scorn : 
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Ttutt meteor torch of mental I^Kt, 

A breath can quench, 01 kindle bi^t> 

on has that mind, which bnved lerene 

The shRfis of poverty uid pain, 

The Sttmrner toil, the Winter blut. 

Fallen victim to a frown at last. 

Easy the boon he asks of thee ; 

O, spare his heart in courtesy I ' 
The poet now passes to the landing at Leith, amid 
a nation's hopes and rejoicings, of the long-exiled Queen 
of Scots. Amid crowds and pageants, through scenes 
unfamiliar, the young Sovere^ — a ' maiden ' in the 
Shepherd's phrase — is borne by her airy palfrey, a vision 
of beauty, a veritable cynosure. But by a strange freak 
of woman's nature, what touches the fancy of the girl- 
queen most is neither the novelty nor the splendour of 
her surroundings, but the thrilling refrain of a chance- 
heard minstrel's melody, — 

' Thy beauty is bnt a feding flower 1 ' 
Captivated by this strange new poetry, the queen decrees 
that a Wake be held at Holyiood at Eastertide, at which 
the minstrels of the kingdom shall sing before her for a 
prize — a first exercise of her royal prerogative which, taking 
precedence as it does of the cares of State, is not only 
in dramatic keeping with Mary's character, but, viewed in 
the light of subsequent events, has a pathos all its own. 

Easter arrives, and with it come the minstrels. The 
Court is hushed, and the contest is inaugurated by Kizzio, 
who leads off with a sentimental poem, to which an effec- 
tive contrast is supplied by the tale of sin and terror re- 
counted by the second bard. It is by no means necessary 
to follow the minstrels cat^orically, and indeed it may 
be at once admitted that for critical readers in the present 
day the bulk of the poems have lost their interest. Nor 
in this respect do they compare to any great disadvantage 
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with the contemporary Eastern Tales of Lord Byron or 
of Moore's Lalia Rookh. It is enough that they should 
have delighted the public of their own day; they have 
failed to withstand the changes of fashion and the wear 
and tear of a century. For us of to-day The Quaeres Wake 
lives by its two contrasted essays in the supernatural; 
Kilmeny and The Witch of Fife. 

From the age of Horace's Epodes and 77ie Golden Ass 
to that of Albertus^ witchcraft has exercised a powerful 
fascination over the poetic mind; but TXe Witch of Fife 
is the poem par excellence of its kind in our own or any 
other language. One may say of it, indeed, that it lays 
bare the soul of witchcraft Already with the opening 
sentences of its abrupt and agitated dialogue, we are trans- 
ported, as it were, into an alien and unearthly atmosphere. 
The hush of midnight, the mute reproach of moonlight, 
and the sense of evil are about us. The galloping move- 
ment of the metre hurries us, will-we nill-we, on. The 
birds of heaven and the brute creation share in our as- 
tonishment, and demean themselves in a manner which 
is contrary indeed to nature, but most true to the nature 
reversed and revolutionized of the magic world into which 
the poet has misled us. And all the while his knowledge of 
Nature — the intimate unconscioiis knowledge of one who 
has never lived but with her — steads him well; for the 
howlet hunted out of breath and forced to yield herself a 
prisoner, that shy bird the gray curlew flying not away from 
man but to meet him, the weazels dancing on the hill, and 
the trouts, ravished with melody, leaping from the loch, 
are just such objects and incidents as tend to heighten the 
effect of the picture and the tension of the hour. When 
at last the witch describes her mounting of the ' bumloke 
schaw' — 

' A stont stallion was he ' — 

and her flight through the irtustting moonless air, she, id 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



JAMES HOGG 69 

the literal sense of the words carries us with her, and for 
the moment — sober students as we are — we are forced to 
participate in the wild, the mad, intoxication and exhilara- 
tion of some heretofore unknown and unimaginable orgy 
or debauch. 

' The second ujehte, when the new moon set. 

O'er the loujiig m we Bew ; 
The cockle-shell oui trusly baric. 
Our sailU of the giein sea- me. 
' And the bauld windis blew, and the Gre flftuchtis flew, 

And (he tea. ran to the skie ; 
And the thnnnei it growlil, and the tea-dc^ bowlit, 

As we gaed scouiTng bye. 
' And aye we moantit the sea-grdn hillit, 

Quhill we bnuhit throu the dudis of the heiiu ; 
Than sonut dounright tike the stem-ahot light, 

Fra the liftk blue casement driven. 
' Bat our taickil Blood, aod oui baik was good, 

And se pang was our peaiily piowe, 
Qohan we culdna spell the brow of the wavis, 
We needilit them throu below&' 

But to quote from 7Se fVi'fcA of fife is no case of the 
aitfiil exposure of a ' purple patch.' From first verse to 
last there is no shock or stumble to startle us back into 
our senses, or drop us sheer back to common earth. For 
the perfect and spontaneous accomplishment of a literary 
tour-dtforce, there is but one Other poem with which this one 
may be compared — the Aikendrum of William Nicholson. 

But one more point and we have done. There is just 
one thing still wanted in the poem, — namely, the touch of 
humour, or of human interest, which shall keep the be- 
witched world in its place, and anchor it from completely 
drifting away from all relation to human affairs. By a 
stroke of true art, none the less to be admired for being 
purely uncongdous, this lien or bond is suppUed in the 
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grotesquely tragic figure of the old man, the witch's hus- 
band — wi^ the unr^enerate spirit dornumt beneath hia 
righteous upbraiding, and to be roused by the first breath 
of temptation which to him is temptation— and the story 
of the one night of rapture and of revelling for which he 
pays so dear. 

Kilituny, the remaining poem, represents the obverse 
side of the supernatural, as it is known in the superstitions 
of the Scottish peasantry, — the Paradiso of that Inferno. 
The story is one which, in a slighdy different form, had 
been current in the poet's native valley. It tells of a 
beautiful and virtuous mdden, who goes walking in the 
greenwood: — 

' It wai onlj to heai the yx>rlin ' ling. 
And pn' Ae blue crea-flown ronnd the ipting j. 
The scarlet hip aod the hyndbeiTye, 
And the nut th&t hnng &>e the haiel tree : ' 
Nevertheless she fails to return, and her mother, 
having sought her sorrowing and in vain, is fain at last 
to give her up for lost But this is preoiature. 
' When msny Ung dar h«d come ftnd fl«d. 
When grief grew calm, and hope was dead, 
When mess for Kilmeny's soul had been sung, 
When the bedesman had pray'd, and the dead bell rung : 
Late, late in a gloamin' when all was still. 
When the fringe was red on the westlin hill. 
The wood was sere, the moon i' the wane. 
The reclc o' the cot hung o'er the plain. 
Like a little wee cloud in the world its lane ; 
When the ingle lowed wi' an eiry leme,* 
L«te, late in the gioomin' Kilmeny came bame I ' 

The girl is visibly altered in manner and aspect ; her 

beauty has assumed a yet more spiritual cast, a strange 

stillness has come over her. Where has she spent the 

* Yellow -basunci. ' Gleam. 
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intervening seven years ? Amid the soft air and impending 
silence of the wood, she had yielded to slumber, to be 
waked, by unfamiliar sounds, to gaze on the unfamiliar 
s^hts of ' a far countrye.' In other words, in virtue of the 
surpassing purity of her nature, she has been spirited away, 
as Thomas the Rhymer had been before her, to dwell with 
fairies in Fairyland. It is a fairyland calm and holy as 
Paradise itself. But, in the midst of its more than earthly 
beauties and wonders, her heart yearns to her home. 
Then the spirits lull her once more to sleep ; she wakes 
in the greenwood where she had lain down, her bosom 
decked with flowers, and thus it comes about that 

' When scarce was remember'd Kiltneny'; name. 
Late, late, in a gloamin' KilmeDy came hame.' 

But she is not destined to remain among her kindred, and 
when a ' month and a day have come and gone ' she returns 
to her lair in the wood, and laying her down on the green 
leaves, is ravished away — this time to return no more. 

Hogg is a poet who, generally speaking, addresses 
himself rather to the ear than to the eye, though in 
this respect the passage quoted above cannot be called 
characteristic. But undoubtedly the crowning merit of 
Kilmeny lies in the ideal marriage of the music and the 
theme. Speaking on the favourable side, Hogg's narrative 
verse in general may be described as possessing the sweet- 
ness of Moore's without its tendency to cloy, and the 
fluency of Praed's without his triviality. But here the 
Shepherd rises to a higher strain, and the characteristic of 
his melody is wistfulness — the wlstfulness of a gentle and 
tender heart which strains towards a purer world, and anon 
looks back with yearning upon the warm and beating hearts 
left far behind. And thus, whilst conceived on a far higher 
plane of moral feeling, Kilmeny is no less a success of 
unstudied art than the poem considered just previously. 
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No doubt the allegorical and prophetic visions of the 
death of Queen Mary, the religious wars, and the French 
Revolution — suggestol probably by the old poem of 
T^mas of Erceldoune^ and exhibited to Kilmeny in fairy- 
land, as in a glass — are a somewhat bold experiment. 
But they are justified by success. The picture of the 
various unfriendly aninials drawn round the oiatden 
whilst she sings, and herding together in a concord as 
of the fabled infancy of a world, is in fine contrast to 
the lurid study of animal life in The Witch of Fife — a 
Savery beside a David Teniers. The poem rankii^ next 
in interest to the two here discussed is probably the fairy- 
tale entitled Old David. The prize in the contest, how- 
ever, is awarded to Gardyn, the second bard. 

To return from the book to the author. Notwith- 
standing the success — great in d^ee, if, as yet, limited 
in extent — which had at once greeted The Queen's Wake, 
three or nominally four editions of the poem would seem 
to have been published without putting money into the 
author's pocket. This was principally due to the com- 
mercial failure of the publisher, Goldie. At the time 
when the third edition was called for, that disaster being 
imminent, Ho^ had sought to save himself by privately 
transferring the book to Constable, justifying his conduct 
upon the ground that, as the book was his property, he had 
a right to do with it as he hked — a plea best adapted to a 
world exempt from preconceived notions. But when the 
Shepherd's glorious inexperience is considered, in con- 
junction with other circumstances of the case, a breach 
of professional etiquette on his part will not be too 
severely censured. In the sequel, the energetic protests 
of Goldie, who got wind of the scheme, prevented its 
taking effect. The new edition was published in his 
name, and less than a week afterwards he failed. ' Thus,' 

1 Edited t>r Dr J. A. H. Marrty foi the Euly English Text Society. 
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says Hogg, ' all the little money that I had gained, which 
I was so proud of, and on which I depended for my 
subsistence, and the settling of some old forming debts 
that were pressing hard upon me, vanished from my grasp 
at once,'^ This, it will be seen, is the poet's own account 
of the matter; but Mr Cr^g-Brown assures us that his 
profits were not so much reduced as he, ' with characteristic 
inaccuracy,' asserts,* The Messrs Blackwood now came 
to his rescue, taking over the copies of the book which 
had remained unsold by Goldie, and giving them out as 
a ' fourth edition.' But still by his own account the 
poor poet profited nothing.* Nor did a bid for the favour 
of the Princess Charlotte, made through the dedication of 
the fifth edition, prove more successful. It is only fair, 
however, to say that there exists another version of the 
story of the dealings with Goldie — the hostile pamphlet 
already more than once referred to, which publishes a 
statement signed by him, denyii^ on his authority cer- 
t£un of the assertions of Hogg. It thus appears that the 
grounds of complaint were not on Hogg's side only. It 
would seem that, over the abortive Spy, he had already 
alienated one publisher, as we have seen that for good 
reasons of his own he had deserted another; and it is 
quite probable that, as an Ishmaelite in the world of 
letters, with excepting Scott no trusty friend to back him, 
he may have failed to recognise or at least to practise 
that prudence which generally prompts the struggling 
author to use every minagtment with his publisher. It 
is even possible that he may have been yet more 
seriously at fault Certainly that genial egotism and 
indiscretion of tongue of his would not make him 
the friend of alL And thus, as has been suggested, 

1 AutoHegraphy, p. xlv. * Histfry «f Selkirkshire, voL L p. 344. 

* Autebiegrafhy, p. xlviL 
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there may have been extenuating circumstances on the 
side of Gotdie, whom Hogg flatly accuses of having 
used him very badly.^ Still the hardship to Ho^ 
remains undiminished. And in our desire to be per- 
fectly impartial, we are by no means sure that we have 
not assigned too much weight to the statements of a 
publication of obviously virulent hostility — one which does 
not scruple to make what capital it can out of such low 
witticisms on the poet's name as are contained in the 
words and allusions 'porcine,' 'swineherd' (for shepherd), 
'related to Bacon.' Such gutter literature is generally 
best left in its native obscurity; hut in the present 
instance it actually serves our purpose, for, with the 
best will in the world, with one notable exception it 
wholly fails to bring forward anything gainst Hogg 
which tends in any respect to lower him in our estima- 
tion. That one exception is the regrettable fact that in 
later times he forfeited the esteem of Grieve, who, during 
his early days in Edinburgh, had stood so heroically his 
friend, but who afterwards came to speak of regarding 
his character (we learn not why) with 'unmingled con- 
tempt." 'Alas! they had been friends in youth.' On 
the other hand it is pleasant to quote the testimony of 
Mr James Gray, who writes of Hogg as ' not only one of 
the most or^jinal poets, but one of the most worthy men 
this country ever produced." 

' Scott, in the cooise of a, kind and wise letter to the Shepheid 
{Memarialt, p. 137), says timt Goldie 'certainly had reason to 

' The Life of the Ettiick Shepherd Anatomized, p. 21. 
* Lettei quoted in Memarialt, p^ 63, 
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PECuinARY disappointments were, however, but April clouds 
in the habitually serene weather of the Shepherd's life. 
FoTjjlrst^dJa^^amesJFIogg Trag^AJjappxjjjao- And 
perhaps only those who have written many biographical 
sketches will realize how rare a thing it is to find a poet 
of whom this may truly and consistently be said. No 
doubt, by way of compensation, some strings of the perfect 
lyre were in his case mute or missing, and those — strings 
of deepest tone and most prolonged vibration. But in a 
world where ' most men ' are cradled out of misery into 
song, we may almost count the loss as gain. 

Among Ho^'s healthy enjoyments at this period was 
an annual tour in his well-loved Highlands, where he com- 
bined the pleasures of travel with those of visiting a drcle 
of friends now increasing in size and social importance. 
During the summer of 1814, whibt he was visiting at 
Kinnaird House in Athole, his hostess, the wife of 
Mr Chalmers Izett, made a graceful use of her feminine 
influence to incite him to poetical production. He 
objected that he had nothing to write about. But she 
would not hear him. 'How can you be at a loss for 
a subject,' she returned, ' and that majestic river rolling 
beneath your eyes?' Accordingly it was arranged be- 
tween them that Hogg should write a poem on the 
Tay. Two years later, in a letter written from Meggemie 
Casde' in Glen Lyon, he speaks of having traced the 
Tay and some of its tributaries to their sources, and 
I Mmuriab, p. 69. 
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havit^ now 'fixed all the scenery for his next and 
greatest poetical work.' Combining the practical with 
the speculative, he had in the meantime taken 'nearly 
a hundred dozen of trouts,' wading, at a moderate com- 
putation, at least a hundred miles to do so. The poem 
thus originated and studied was published later under 
the title of Mador of the Moor. But, despite elaborate 
prepaiadons, the poet was hardly destined again, in a 
long composition, to touch the poetical high-water-mark 
reached in the best of the component parts of The 
Queeti'i Wake. During the same period, he planned 
a volume of poetical tales which were to bear the title 
of Midsummer Ntghfs Dreams, one of which was after- 
wards published as TTie Pilgrims of the Sun. 

It is pleasant to record that in the meantime he had 
b^un to reap, in tangible form, the fruits of his poetic 
labours. In their humble cottage at Ettrick-house, his 
father and mother had reached a very advanced age, 
and he, being a dutiful son and anxious that they 
should share in his improving circumstances,^ had made 
more than one effort to obtain a small holding under 
the Duke of Buccleuch, with a view to providing a 
home for them. Unfortunately, his mother — to whom 
his genius owed so much — passed away, in her eighty- 
third year, before his plans for her benefit could be 
realized. He had, however, succeeded in enlisting the 
interest of the Duchess of Buccleuch, whose bounty, 
when Countess of Dalkeith, he had already experienced. 
In her last illness, this lady, who died in 1814, recom- 
mended the care of the poet's welfare to the Duke. 
The bereaved husband did not neglect her charge, and 
the result was that Hc^, writing to his old friend 
Laidlaw in the commencement of 1815, was able to 
> He had ere tliis obtained w<»k od iC «a»t one magaiiiie. Atit^. 
ht^raphy, p. xlvi 
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announce the receipt of a letter from his Grace, which 
granted him, on 'a nominal rent,' the occupancy of 
the farm of Altrive Lake on Yarrow. 'Never,' says 
he, 'was a more welcome boon conferred on an un- 
fortunate wight, as it gave me once more a habitation 
among my native moors and streams, where every face 
was that of a friend and each house was a home.' 
This description may strike the reader as contrasting 
somewhat sharply with the writer's strictures on the 
district at the time of his departure for Edinbuigh. 
But the contrast only tends to show that the poet's 
gloom and sunshine proceed from within; whilst, in 
Hogg's case, as has been aheady said, the clouds were 
not long in blowing over. He further gratefully ac- 
knowledges the fact that his father is now provided 
with a home for the remainder of his life. The elder 
Ho^ is said to have died at Altrive Lake in the ninety- 
third year of his age.^ 

In the spring of 1815, the poet entered upon possession 
of the little farm, which was to be his home for many 
future years : better had it been for him if he had never 
had another. The farm-house stood pleasantly on the 
right bank of Yarrow, the wide open hillscape around it' 
Here John Wilson, whose acquaintance — productive of 
such remarkable results — had been eagerly sought by 

' Mtmtnali, p. S3. There is a discrepancy here, for the tomb- 
stone \a Ettiiclc Churchyard records that Robert Ho^, bom in 1730, 
died in the ninety-third yeu of his age, >'.«. Dot later than 1813. 
It is also said tha.t Margaret Hogg, bom in 1730, died in her eighty- 
third year. But the letter of Hc^ to the Duchess, quoted in Thom- 
son's MemMr, p. xxxvii., shows that they were both alive in 1814. 

* Some remains of it, including the kitchen and the study — the 
Toom in which H{^ died — hare been incorporated in a modem farm- 
house, the Dime of which has been changed to Eldinhope. The Lake 
■— I»obably nerei more than a 'roots '—has been drained. 
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Hogg after the publication of 7^ Isle of Palms^ — ^risited 
him in the following June, finding him attired in pastoral 
garb, bis occupation of the moment the bottling of whisky. 
The situation of the farmhouse Wilson describes as good 
and capable of being made very pretty, but the house itself 
he calls ' not habitable.' ' This is home out by the Shep- 
herd's biographer, who speaks of the ' auld clay bi^in ' as 
so accessible to the winds that every available plaid had 
to be hung up before the door as a screen from draughts. 
None the less we are told that many a happy hour was 
spent there, and we can well beUeve it The Shepherd 
had ' those feelii^s of a gentleman which are found natur- 
ally associated with genius,' and his disposition being 
hospitable even to a fault, he dispensed most appetizing 
cheer, among which oat-cakes, Yarrow mutton and trout, 
grouse and fried parr, are espedally mentioned as figuring. 
Here, too, he received some of tiie best company in the 
land, meeting Wordsworth when the latter paid his de- 
ferred visit to Yarrow, and acting as his guide. The 
painter Wilkie he greeted with what Scott described as 
the 'finest compliment ever paid to man.' 'This is no 
the great Mr Wiikie ? ' said he, and, on being assured that 
his visitor was no other, grasping his hand and with eyes 
glistening with pleasure, he exclaimed, ' Mr Wilkie^ I 
cannot tell you how proud I am to see you in my house, 
and how glad I am to see you are so young a man ! ' A 
single servant-maid attended to his wants, and here it may 
be mentioned that an aged woman, Margaret Scott by 
name, who had acted in this capacity, died quite recently 
in Selkirk. She was of a good Scottish type of character, 
supporting herself in decent poverty to the last ; and to the 
last her favourite theme of conversation was Hogg, whose 
praises she was never tired of singing. He was the idol 
of her memory ; the period she had spent in his service 
■ In iBia. ■ Mtmnr ef Chrisl^hof North, toL i. p. 186. 
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was the proud historical episode of her poor old life. 
Another old woman, Tibby Shiels, the landlady famous 
in her day of the neighbouring cottage-hostel on St Mary's 
Loch, spoke always in the present writer's memory with 
d^nity of 'Mr Hogg,' though it is said that her practi<^ and 
uncompromising Scottish mind would sometimes qualify 
her praise of him with the words, ' for a' the nonsense that 
he wrait, Ho^ was a gey sensible man — in some things.' ^ 

In course of time, the poef a literary earnings enabled him 
to erect a substantial new cottage on his farm.^ In giving 
his orders for the same, his principal instruction to the 
architect was that he should so arrange the apartments 
that ' a' the reek should come out at ae lum.' The object 
of this was to avoid giving any external indication as to 
whether the master were at home or not ; for, lonely as 
were his surroundings, his reputation was already beginning 
to attract more visitors to Altrive than were at all times 
convenient As years went on, this tax on his time and 
resources grew heavier; but his genial, sociable nature 
made him incapable of denying himself to those who asked 
for him. 

The first literary scheme he bad undertaken at Altrive 
had not succeeded quite in the way he had intended. 
Having been placed in a farm, he found that the next 
thing was to stock it ; and, as he had no money for the 
purpose, it occurred to him how this might also be done 
at the expense of his friends. Nothing so serviceable as 
a friend I The plan he had imagined was to get each of 
the leading poets of the day to contribute a poem to a 
recueil, which should then be sold for his profit — certainly 
for ingenuity, if that were all, a suitable plan enough. 
Wth characteristic energy, he speedily obtained poems 

' Craig-Brown's Selkirkshire, i. 39a. 

* The outJRy on building it is alluded to as a cause of impecnniosity 
in a letter of Angost 1819. {Metneriah, p. 121.} 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



8o FAMOUS SCOTS 

fix)m Wordsworth, Southey, Wilson, Lloyd, Pringle and 
others, besides promises from Byron and Rogers. But 
Scott, feeling perhaps that the virtue of perseverance is 
not exhibited to best advantage in the practice of asking 
favours, refused to send him even so much as a single verse, 
and probably emphasized his refusal with the dry Scots 
proverb, ' Let every herring hing by its ain held.' That 
occasional lack of fineness of perception which was an un- 
doubted characteristic of Hogg's was now further displayed 
in the insistency with which he pressed his request, basing 
it partly on what to him appeared the sufScient ground, 
that Scott had never in his life refused him anything be- 
fore. Finding, however, that he was not to attain his 
object, he yielded with almost childish impulsiveness to a 
fit of temper and sent his friend what he himself describes 
as ' a very abusive letter.' Without Scott's co-operation 
he felt that his scheme must fall to the ground. But now 
is seen the ready resource of the man. In the waving of 
a wand, he has transformed his plan of action, and, as he 
cannot have the assistance of one of the leading poets, he 
resolves to be altogether independent. Within the space 
of three weeks he has produced the bulk of a volume of 
'poetical imitations,' in which the style of the chief living 
poets is taken off, and three months later, and still within 
the year 1815, TAe Pottk Mirror is published, of which 
a first edition is sold off in six weeks 1 

Remarkable as is the history of its production, the new 
volume need scarcely detain us. All readers of the de- 
lightful Rejected Addressti will agree that the frank parody 
has its place in literature, though it is a place which ought 
never to be a large one. But the ' poetical imitation ' — a 
thing, at the best, of sheer barren cleverness and the 
weariness bred thereof — has no place in literature at all. 
And the poems in this volume — though innocent, of 
course, except as indicating some lack of respect in the 
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author for his calling — are simply unblushing forgeries. 
One of them — that on Byron — when read aloud by 
Ballantyne to a large literary gathering, is said to have 
imposed on everybody but the reader. But the only 
one which possesses any interest for ourselves is Hogg's 
imitation of his own archaisms and ' witch poetry,' en- 
titled The Gude Greye Katie. The author was probably 
quite content that his book had served the purpose for 
which it was intended ; so we may be the same, and thus 
dismiss it. 

Hogg's literary interests were now rapidly multiplyii^. 
An illustrated fifth edition of Tfie Queen's Wake, planned 
for the author's profit, was published by Blackwood, ^ 
whilst an English edition was issued by John Murray.* 
The prose novelette of TTie Brownie of Bodsbeck ^ was pro- 
bably in hand after 1816, but, at least up to that year, 
Hogg, who was working steadily, seems still to have 
looked to poetry as his mainstay. In 1815 he brought 
out the long and elaborate poem, aheady alluded to, 
which he entitled The Pilgrims of the Sun. It may per- 
haps be described as an attempt to reincarnate Kilmeny 
— ibat ' standard of despair ' which he had himself set up 
for himself, and which — in words put into his mouth by 
Wilson*— he carried for ever in the arms of his heart. 
The heroine of the new poem is Mary Lee, a lovely girl 
of pensive nature, who, being visited by an angelic form, 
rises from earth in the spirit in his company, her body 
remaining prostrate in a trance. But here Hogg's fluency 
runs away with him ; the need of that scholarship which 
would have taught him the value of the laior limae is 
fatally felt. The choice of subject, too, is for him a 
peculiarly unhappy one, for restraints were what for his 
own advantage he should have sought, whereas instead 
* Autobiagn^k}!, p. 4S. ^ Memorials, p. 103. 

* FubUshed 1818. * Ifecttt Amhresiana, JauiuuT z/th, r83i. 
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be leaves them behind him, and expatiates at large in 
air. The result is a poetic chaos, acnid which scattered 
images of beauty — for these are not wanting— lose almost 
all their value. Even Shelley, a many times greater poet, 
as his Witch of Atlas proves, was not more than half 
successful in a similar attempt; aud without undue dis- 
respect it may be confessed that the final impression left 
by the Pilgrims of the Sun is not altogether unlike that 
left by the poem which Christopher Smart wrote in the 
mad-house : we are not quite sure whether we have been 
reading a rhapsody of an unusually sublime cast, or — 
something very different indeed. The publishers Con- 
stable and Murray bad both foi^ht shy of it, and even 
Hogg himself at a later date poked some sly fiin at it 

Before the mondi of May of iSi6, Mador of the Moor, 
another poem of very considerable dimension, bad issued 
from the press. Its inception has been already touched 
on. But the present pace, which might have put even 
Gait to the blush, was impossible to sustain. The author 
of The Provost, it is true, would produce a three-volume 
novel in a tour de main ; but here was Hogg dashing off 
epics. And as Gait did somewhat later in his historical 
novels, so Hogg in this poem seems to have set himself 
up in deUberate rivalry with Scott, with special reference 
to the Wizard's Lady of the Lake. The new work deals, 
through the vehicle of the Spenserian stanza, with a story 
of the gallantry and marriage of one of the errant lover- 
kings of Scotland. But it is a thankless task to attempt, 
except with very strong motives, to resuscitate what the 
world has been content to forget. The age we live in 
is an overcrowded one, and the responsibility of merely 
cumbering a reader's mind is not to be lightly entered 
upon. Our object, then, in a sketch such as the present, 
is not so much to present a catalogue ratsonni of a writer's 
works, as, so far as may be, to set in h^b relief such of 
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these as may deserve that eminence — the works, that is, 
by which Hogg really won and deserved his reputation. 
We have no fear that the happy reader who reads for love 
or idleness will be deterred by us from dipping in these 
not too pellucid depths for such pearls as they may conceaL 
And we may add that it is the fortune and reward of such 
well-graced adventurers that they seldom dip entirely in 
vain. But this being premised, and always excepting 
Hogg's later lyrics — to be afterwards dealt with — there 
now remains but one metrical production of his which 
need here be named — Queen Hynde, a massive poem, 
concerned with the earliest ages of our country and 
many strange things that then befell. After this, Hogg's 
muse, who now found herself a good deal neglected by the 
public, expired of sheer over-eiterdse and loose guidance. 
'From that day to this,' says he, 'save now and then an 
idle song to b^ile a leisure hour, I have never written 
another line of poetry.'^ 

For all his unquestioned talent and sincere devotion 
to poetry, the Ettrick Shepherd was not a strong 
enough man to rise to the conception or the enter- 
prise of a great career in literature. At that day 
there was certainly mote of hap-hazard writing to 
keep him in countenance than there would be say in 
ours, for new canons of criticism were still a-wanting, 
which should take the place of those of the Eighteenth 
Century, now rapidly being discredited. But if he bad 
indeed laid aside his singing-robes for good, and 
that with scarcely a sigh, there were now other literary 
interests to occupy Hogg's attention. The publisher 
Blackwood has been already mentioned as having come 
forward to assist him at the time of Goldie's failure. That 
extremely shrewd and able gentleman was now pushing 
fast to the fronts and, among the distinguished men with 
' AutoHegrafhy, p. IziL 
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whom he became associated, the Ettrick Shepherd was in 
point of time the firsL^ The Shepherd has indeed claimed 
the honour of having been the ' beginner and almost sole 
instigator ' of Blackwood's Magaxine * ; but it seems more 
exact to say that the idea of the new periodical aiose 
simultaneously in the minds of Hogg, Thomas Pringle, 
and the proprietor. The Edin^rgh Monthly Magazine 
was started with Pringle as joint-editor with one Cleghorn, 
and Hogg, who objected to Cleghom's partnership, by his 
own desire as mere ' occasional contributor.' But a dis- 
agreement quickly arising between Blackwood and his 
editors, in October 1817 the magazine was placed on a 
new footing, and from this period Hogg comes forward 
much more prominently in connexion with it. 

His principal associates in the enteipiize were, of couise, 
John Wilson — whose visit to Altrive Hogg returned in 
Westmorland — and John Gibson Lockhart; and it re- 
quires but small penetration to see that, neither in 
character nor literary reputation, did the Shepherd profit 
by the connexion. At once greatly his juniors in age and 
bis superiors in station and education, the redoubtable 
' Scorpion ' and ' Leopard ' were in a position to exercise 
great influence over him, and that influence — during this 
the period of their intellectual intoxication, the seed-time 
of their hterary wild-oats — was anything rather than a 
fortunate one. For in Hogg — side by side with so much 
that was simple-hearted, good-natured, lovable, side by side 
also with what we may almost describe as a blind upward 
aspiration — there was undeniably a certain tendency to loud- 
ness, a certain self-complacency which when it ceased to be 
naif became tiresome ; and this which his residence in Edin- 
burgh had done not a little to foster. These constituted 
the reverse side of his character, that is all ; and happy, 

* Wiiliam Blaekmaod and kit Sou, toL i. p. 35. 

' AuMiiRraphy, p. Iziii. 
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we repeat, is the man who has no greater cause to fear 
exposing that reverse side. But this reverse side, better 
kept in subordination, the influence of the irresponsible 
' North ' and his brilliant congener undoubtedly tended to 
educe into prominence. So much for their effect upon 
his character ; now as to reputation. Mrs Gordon, in 
her Life of her Father,^ after remarking that H(^g was a 
very frequent contributor to the new magazine, goes on 
to say that ' in addition to his own genuine compositions, 
he got the credit of numberless performances, both in 
prose and verse, which he had never beheld till they 
appeared under his name.' This, it appears, forsooth ! 
was a part of a system of mystification practised in the 
management of the magazine, which has never been carried 
so far in any other publication. But this also at once 
shows us Hogg in the character of souffre-doukur, and 
reveals to what extent his easy good-nature was imposed 
on. And when the, in a literary sense, notoriously 
licentious character of Blackvaood in its early days is 
recalled, it must at once be acknowledged that the 
word 'credit,' itahcized by ourselves above, is double- 
edged. 

Mr Andrew Lang, having had access to documents 
not available to Mrs Gordon, inclines in his Life of 
Lochhart^ to lay the heavier share of Blackwood's early 
indiscretions at Wilson's door, and it was certainly 
Wilson who took the greatest liberties with Hc^s name. 
Lockhart was content with 'quizzing' him upon all 
occasions, or, as the Shepherd himself puts it, never 
telling him the truth ' a' his days but aince, an' that was 
merely by chance.'" In the course of the next few years, 
the Nodes Ambrosiarue became the chief feature of the 

' MivKdr of Christopher North, vol. i. p. 26S. 

« VoL i. pp. 135, 136. 

' Kote oa Lockhart appended to the Auiotiegraphy, 
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and in these celebrated dialr^es the prindpal 
part was borne by the Shepherd. The situation thus 
I brought about was probably unique in literature, for here 
I was a writer of estabUshed reputation made to figure 
month after month as the mouth-piece of remarks and 
opinions of which he had generally as little previous 
knowle<^e as any other member of the public. ' His,^?^ 
account of the matter was that the Nodes were contrived 
for Qie" sole -purpose of putting into his moutli all the senti- 
ments which the writers durst not express in their own 
persons.^ It may be suggested that, since the'Sbepbud 
I sulJinilKS]' to this treatment, no one else had grounds to 
1 complain of it And no doubt Hogg's child-like vanity 
I was gratified by the notoriety it afforded him. Yet, this 
notwithstanding, he came to loggerheads with Wilson over 
the matter.* The genial Christopher did not, however, 
take his fiiend's tantrums very seriously, and seems on the 
whole to have regarded him as a man with whom it was 
scarcely possible to ' go too far.' On the other hand, he 
claims in a letter to Hogg that the Nodes have spread the 
fame of the latter over the four quarters of Uie globe. 
There are persons, doubtless, who would not have cared for 
fame of that particular kind ; but the Shepherd was not nice 
in such matters. It is undeniable that a warm and scarcely 
interrupted friendship subsisted between the two men all 
the time, and certainly nothing is further from our wishes 
than to exaggerate the extent, or misrepresent the kind, 
of the injury done to Hogg by the Nodes. In a world 
where high spirits and intellectual horse-play ruled, the 
erery-day standards cannot fairly be applied. Our point, 
then, is simply that the Nodes Ambrosiana tended to 
send abroad a very false impression of Hogg, and have 
to some extent tended to perpetuate it Hear on this 
' Note on LocUhart appended to the Au/ohKgrafhy, 
* See Memoir of Chriitopher North, ToL ii. p. 217. 
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matter an authority no less unbiassed — or, at least, un- 
biassed in our favour — than the editor of the standard 
edition of North's Works. After stating that there were 
about Hogg a 'homely heartiness of manner,' and a 
' Doric simplicity ' of address which were ' exceedingly pre- 
possessing,' and a^er admitting that he was ' in all respects 
a very remarkable man,' that writer continues — 'In his 
social hours, a naivefi and a vanity which disarmed dis- 
pleasure by the openness and good-humour with which it 
was avowed, played over the surface of a nature which at 
bottom was sufficiently shrewd and sagacious; but his 
conversational powers were by no means pre-eminent 
He never, indeed, attempted any colloquial display, al- 
though there was sometimes a quaintness in his remarks, 
a glimmering of drollery, a rural freshness, and a tinge of 
poetical colouring, which redeemed his discourse from 
commonplace, and supplied to the consummate artist 
who took him in hand the hints out of which to construct 
a character at once original, extraordinary, and delightful 
— a character of which James Ho^ undoubtedly furnished 
the germ, but which, as it expanded under the hands of 
its artificer, acquired a breadth, a firmness, and a power 
to which the bard of Mount Benger had certainly no pre- 
tension.' ^ So, then, it is acknowledged by the advocate of 
the other side that the real and ideal Shepherds are two 
very different persons. That writer's object is, of course, 
to do full justice to Wilson's creative power. An en- 
thusiastic appreciation of Wilson's creation follows, with 
which we have already dealt, in a somewhat summary 
maimer, in another place.' It is the editor's opinion that 
Hogg's ' surest passport to immortality is his embalmment 
in the Noctes AmbrostaKm.' But here, surely, is one of 
those literary prophecies against indulging in which a critic 
• FrofessM Ferrier's Preface to the Nodes Ambrosiana, p. ivii, 
■ See The Blackviaod Grmf (Famous Scots Series), pp. 44, 45. 
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can scarcely be too much upon his guard. Emitted in 
1855, it is in 1899 already falsified. Hogg's work, ravaged 
by time as in parts it is, has nevertheless withstood wear 
and tear much better than Wilson's ; but, to leave that 
side of the question altogether out of consideration, I 
fancy that, judging his character on its merits, there are few 
to-day who will not set the simple, kindly, unsophisticated 
farmer of Yarrow — as he stands, * in his rights of a man,' 
owing nothing to art, his imperfections on his head — very 
high above the sham Arcadian, the fatuous amorist of 
his own eloquence, the maudlin retailer of tirades ad 
libitum over whisky-punch in a tavern. 

It is possible that our own opinion here may be at 
fault, but there is one whose judgment in this matter is 
bound to command respect — the true and loving wife 
whom a few years later the Shepherd was to bring home 
to Altrive. Mrs Ho^ says her daughter, survived her 
husband thirty-five years, but, 'to the last day of her 
gentle life,' the recollection of certain of the Nodes would 
make 'her pulse beat faster and her eye sparkle with a 
wife's indignation.'^ Evidently the loyal lady bad no 
conceit of the fine feathers derived from Wilson, and said 
to have been sported for her husband's benefit Waii she 
wrong, or was the world to be credited with clearer vision 
than she supposed? There are other testimonies tend- 
ing to the same result. The Shepherd of the Nodes, 
says his daughter, in gentle remonstrance, was not 'the 
Shepherd his own home knew.' Many of his friends 
endeavoured to incite him to resent the travesty, but 
having never, with one exception, discovered any evil 
design in the matter, he was content in bis own 
simple and good-natured way, to regard it all aa 
'excellent sport'* 

We have, however, allowed this digression to carry us 
MtntariaU, p. 139. * Md., pp. 139, 140. 
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far ahead of our story. The disagreement between H(^ 
and Professor Wilson did not occur until after 1829; 
but it was in the seventh issue of the new magazme that 
the cdebrated Translation of an AtKteni Chaldee Matm- 
script saw the light. Such credit as belongs to the 
authorship of that much-canvassed yeK^fej^n'/ was claimed 
by Hogg, This does not, however, amount to much, 
and his friends should be more concerned in insisting 
on the fact that the paper, after leaving his hands in 
Yarrow, received various additions from others who were 
not wont to be scrupulous. This literary bombshell con- 
stituted a veiled attack upon the rivaJ magazine now 
conducted by Blackwood's discarded editors, and was 
made the vehicle of some gross personalities, Hc^ 
protests that he never dreamed of giving offence by his 
share in the article, in proof of which he mentions that 
he did not even keep it a secret from the amiable 
Thomas Fringle, who— to his own credit be it said — 
continued on terms of warm friendship with him at a 
much later date. 

About this time he published, in a two-volume collec- 
tion, his best known prose tale, TTie Brownie of Bodsbeck. 
The action of this story is located at the farm of Chapel- 
hope on the Loch of the Lowes, at Gameshope above 
Loch Skene, and at other places in the author's native 
district; the period is the reign of James the Second, 
when the 'despot's champion,' Claverhouse, is endeavour- 
ing to dragoon the Covenanters into conformity. A 
notorious misdoer, Mass John Binram, the 'curate' of 
St Mary of the Lowes, has been mysteriously shot — a 
summary act of justice which brings the arch-persecutor 
in person into the neighbourhood. The story then turns 
upon the concealment of a remnant of Covenanters in a 
cavern among the hills, where their material needs are 
ministered to by the daughter of the fanner of Chaphl- 
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hope, a bigb-spiritcd and devoted lass, who in this manner 
brings herself under suspicion of trafficking with the powers 
of darkness. . Unlike the majority of Ho^'s stories, the 
merit of this one Ues less in the treatment of supernatural 
inddent than in humorous delineation of rustic character. 
The honest and burly Goodman of Chapelhope, with 
' strength of airm ' as his resort in the difficulties of life ; 
the two shepherd bodies — Davie Tail with his truly 
astounding gift of prayer, and old John of Muchiah — 
and the Highland seijeant Macpherson, are all capital 
sketches of character ; whilst Jasper, Old Haiuiie, Maron 
Linton, and others are scarcely, if at all, less life-like. 
There is a good humorous scene, which we r^ret to be 
unable to quote, when the supposed Brownie has created 
a panic at Riskinhope, and the inmates of the house 
exchange terrified comments whilst crouching in a con- 
fused heap in the nearest available place of safety. But, 
indeed — 'whatever faults the author may commit — he 
seldom fails to tell his story with conviction, or to make 
his characters express themselves in the most natural 
manner in the world, as well as in the raciest of Border 
Scots, ^liere he does fail is in the conduct of his 
rtarrative, which is rambling to the point of perplexity, 
if not indeed of actual incoherence. In later work this 
defect was corrected. 

The Brownie of Bodsbeck was the occasion of a little 
scene between Hogg and Scott, which, as recounted by 
the former, serves to illustrate the relations between them.^ 
On the day following its publication, Hogg, calling on his 
friend on the pretence of asking advice, but in reality to 
hear his opinion of the new work, found the novelist's 
shaggy eyebrows hanging low over his eyes, which he 
knew to be an ominous sign. And, in fact, Scott did not 
wait long to inform him that he liked the story ' very ill 
indeed,' considering it to be an on&ir and ex^gerated 
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picture of the times and historical characters represented. 
Ho^ defended himself by urging, plausibly enough, that 
it vas the pictuie he himself had received from tradition, 
protesting that there was no one incident in the tale which 
he could not prove out of history to be literally and 
positively true. To meet the ex^endes of his plot, he 
might have 'changed situations' — by which we ought 
probably to understand ' shifted localities ' ; but he declared 
that that was alL And then, carrying the war into the 
enemj^s country, he added that this was more than could 
be said for Old Mortality. But Scott, whose authorship 
. of the novels was still unavowed, was too wide-awake to 
be drawn into this trap, and the Shepherd — lest there 
should be any suspicion of a debt on his part — proceeded 
to announce the actual priority of composition, though 
not of pubhcation, of his own story. Scott bad not 
much to say on this point, but contented himself with 
repeating that, excepting the character of Old Nanny, he 
disliked the tale exceedingly, and that as a picture of 
the Royalist party it was 'distorted, prejudiced, and un- 
true,' Here Hogg's temper must certainly have gotten the 
better of him, for he had nothing more effective to say in 
reply than that his story was 'a devilish deal truer' than 
the other, after which he was leaving the room in a huff 
when Scott stopped him, crying, ' No, no I you are not 
to go and leave me again in a bad humour. You ought 
not to be offended with me for telling you my mind 
freely.' 'Why, to be sure,' answered the Shepherd, 'it is 
the greatest folly in the world for me to be sae. But 
ane's beuks are like his bairns, he disna like to hear 
them spoken ill o' — especially when he is consdous that' 
they dinna deserve it' The matter ended by his re- 
maining to dinner. There is something particulariy 
human and genia! about this little scene of passing 
iiritabiUly, and, though Sa)tt may come the best out 
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of it, I think that its effect is to make us like both men 
the better.^ 

Hogg was now busy with his Jacobite Relics of Scotland, 
a collection of old Jacobite songs, the two volumes of 
which saw the light respectively in 1819 and 1821. The 
undertaking had owed its origin to a su^estion made at 
a Meeting of the Highland Society in London, and 
various collectors of old songs — among whom the chief 
was Scott — had placed their portfolios at the disposal 
of Hogg, who had been chosen to act as editor. His 
method of procedure was to choose or to construct from 
among the various readings of each song one which 
pleased himself, adding the music — which he had sought 
out from old manuscripts or from rural musicians — and 
illustrating the whole with copious notes. The First 
Series of the Relics consists of songs dating earlier than 
the battle of Sheriff-muir, and the editor, referring to that 
period, remarks on its scarcity of Scottish Whig songs 
worthy of preservation.* His method of editing was 
rightly not so rigidly historical as to exclude the Hame, 
hame, home, imd other ' forgeries ' of his old acquaintance, 
Allan Cunningham. 

Before the publication of the second volume of the 
Relics, Ho^ had entered the married state. At first 
sight it is a matter for surprise that so ardent and loyal an 
admirer of the sex should have reached his fiftieth year 
before taking this step. But that is a dutiful old custom 
among the Scottish peasantry which keeps at least one 
member of a family single until his or her parents require 
caring for no longer. Ho^'s fother and mother were 
now dead ; he was comfortably settled in his farm, and 
' in a fair way of doing ' with his pen ; the vigour of his 
frame, the elasticity of his step, and the buoyancy of his 
' DemesHc Mannerl of Sir ffaltet Scotl, pp. 36, at ny. 
*/aeebilt Relies, iDeTodnction. 
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spirit were, as Mr Craig-Brown remarks, unabated, and it 
was in every way lit that he should take a wife. Favour in 
wooing was not in his case ' fashious to seek,' and, within 
recent years, his well-wishers had more than once looked 
him out a suitable mistress for his household. Their solici- 
tude was, however, thrown away. In these matters the 
prudent Scot is wont to keep his own counsel, and it 
seems that for about ten years past the poet had been 
carrying on some sort of courtship of the lady who now 
became his wife. This was Miss Margaret Phillips, the 
younger daughter of a farmer belonging to a good family 
which had been long established in Armandale, — a lady 
of social standing superior to his own, and some twenty 
years his junior, whom Hogg had met frequently at the 
bouse of her brother-in-law, his friend Mr Gray, in Edin- 
burgh. Miss Phillips, who is spoken of as a ' belle,' had 
had plenty of suitors in her own neighbourhood ; but we 
judge that Hogg had occupied the ground before them, 
and her instinct guided her truly. A few of his love- 
letters have been preserved, and the following passage, 
quoted from one of them, shows that, however thoughtlessly 
b^h bis spirits might run at times, he could be tenderly 
grave and sensible when the occasion required it : — 

' Some things that you sud to me set me a-thinking,' be 
writes in November 1819, 'and that very seriously, and I 
am not yet convinced of the prudence of our marriage, 
considering my years and the uncertain state in which I 
hang, as it were between poverty and riches. For God's 
sake consult further with your father, for I have no one 
to consult on the subject, and have got some very urgent 
remonstrances against it Indeed, your father is the only 
man whom I would consult, knowing that he has your 
happiness at heart, and would, I am sure, advise what be 
judges best'^ When we remember the circumstances of 
' Memorials, pp. 124, 115. 
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the correspondents, the spirit of this letter strikes us as 
wisely loving and disinterested. The correspondence is 
interspersed with more matter-of-fact passages j which, 
however, is no bad augury for future happiness. The 
course of the true love of Hogg and his sweetheart did 
not run perfectly smooth, and, as we see, grave doubts 
were entertained as to the wisdom of their marriage. But; 
in spite of these, it took place, being celebrated in April 
1820, at the old mansion-house of Mousewald, in Dumfries- 
shire, the residence of the bride's father. It was a love- 
matdi, and, in its own way, a romance, and it is pleasant 
to record that it proved a perfectly happy union. 
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At his marriage^e^lttickSii^>iieKL^nteredjjpon jrh^ 
iDa7i3EfdescnQ(^.a&lhe~£ecood -period 4>f tmaquillity in 
his life. His domestic existence was smooth and happy, 
and the little ones soon began to grow up and run about 
around him. His correspondence testifies to the pleasant- 
ness of bis friendships ; whilst of visitors come out to look 
upon the man, there were probably more than was quite 
good either for his pocket or his productive powers. For, 
though Ho^ had chosen to make his habitation in the 
wilderness, he had about him nothing of the De S^nancoor, 
He joined eagerly in the amusements of the neighbourhood; 
his advent was hailed with delight at local gatherings, and, 
besides being a keen sportsman, he was in particular an 
ardent votary of the ever-popular ' roaring game.' Lodchart 
also gives a pleasing picture of him, attired in the doublet 
of lincoln green and broad blue bonnet which formed the 
club costume of the Bowmen of the Border, presiding as 
Captain at the St Ronan's athletic games at Innerleithen, 
and carrying off prizes for agility and prowess up to the 
age of tbree-score. On the other hand, he enjoyed an 
equal immunity from that no less morbid symptom, the 
absentee's craving for the pressure and stimulus of the 
great world, — in proof of which it is enough to relate that 
be declined an invitation to the Coronation of Geoi^e IV. 
because it would have prevented his attending St Boswells* 
Fair. In a word, he was perfectly content in the place 
where his lot was cast — as, of a surety, well he might be. 
His pen, be»des being abundantly and lucratively occupied 
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in contributing to Blackwood's and Frasef's Magazina, 
was busied with an aftennath of verse, to which he gave 
the name of A Queer Book} and with two volumes of 
Winter Evening Tales, and was also in high request among 
editors of the literary ' Annuals ' so much in vogue at that 
time. Then, as a relief from literary labour, he had plenty 
of out-door occupation and recreation, and indeed, but for 
a single factor in his circumstances, his lot, so far as we 
can judge, ought to have been as near perfect happiness 
as any given to a mortal. 

But as the itch of official employment spoilt Gait's life, 
so the Will-o'-the-Wisp in Ho^s case was farming specula- 
tion. And now, no longer content with the seventy acres 
of Altrive, he must needs lease in addition to it the neigh- 
bouring farm of Mount Benger, — where for the nest seven 
or eight years his life was to be a struggle against adverse 
circumstances. For the fdlure in which this struggle 
ended, various causes have been assigned. Professor 
Veitch attributes it to the rent of the farm being too high; 
but as to this, Hogg, a practical man, who had lived so to 
speak next-door for the last five years had the best means 
of judging ; and, if he judged that the farm could not be 
made to pay, he ought surely to have left it alone. Next 
it is said that, during his tenancy, seasons were bad and 
prices low ; whilst it is cert^n that, by the inability of his 
father-in-law, owing to severe losses, to pay Mrs Hc^s 
marriage-portion, the capital on which he calculated was 
reduced by ;^iooo. But, this notwithstanding, there is 
probably something to be said for the view of the case 
expressed by Mr Borland, the present minister of Yarrow, 
when he states that, as a matter of fact, Ho^, though 
skilled in the management of sheep, ' never gave any in- 
dication of being able to farm successfully. He failed - 

* Published b^ Blackwood in iSaa, and qoaintly dedicated to 
Christophet North and Timothy Ticldet. 
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every time he tried.' ^ Extravagant expenditure, not 
indeed upon himself, but on his too numerous guests, 
together with absorption in literary work, doubtless also 
contributed towards the final result 

It was probably at Mount Benger that most of Hogg's 
prose tales were written. To unearth each of these from 
the back numbers of Frase^s Magazine, or other places 
where they first appeared, would be a work of considerable 
interest as well as of considerable research ; but perhaps 
all readers, save a few Hogg-enthusiasts, will be satisfied 
with the selection presented in the sii-volume illustrated 
edition of Talts and SkeUhu by the EttrUk Sh^herd> 
For, as has been already hinted, H(^ belonged to that 
bounteous &imily of makers who, following Ovid, have left 
us rather too much than not enough of their work. Taking 
the above edition, then, as oui text-book, the tales and 
sketches may be divided into three main classes : — namely, 
stories dealing with the occult or supernatural — such as the 
tales of dreams, or apparitions, fairies, witchcraft, and the 
like, in the Shepherds Cakndar and elsewhere j historical 
tales in the manner introduced by Scott, such as The 
Brotvnie of Bodsbeck or The Siege of Roxburgh ; and lastly, 
tales and sketches illustrative of local and contemporary 
pastoral life, such as T7u Shepherds Wedding, and the 
papers on Sheep, Sheep-dogs, Storms, and so forth. 
Besides these, and perhaps less noticeable or less 
numerous, there are such novelettes of country Ufe as 
the pleasant love-tale of 2Tfe Wool-galherer, or the more 
Ordeal Window Wafs Courtship; adventure tales, as 
that of Captain John Lochy in the Altrive Tales, and 
fantasy-pieces in the manner of Defoe, such as the ac- 
count of Allan Gordon's wonderfiil experiences in the 
arctic regions. Indeed, Hogg's versatility as a tale-teller 

> The EttrUk Sk^herdMemerial fii/uiHe.Lcwis, Selkirk, 1898, p. 20. 

* BUclde & Son, Glasgow and Edinbor^. 
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was almost on a par with his fertility ; he tried his hand 
at almost every known style. The powerful Private 
Mtmoirs and Confissions of a Justified Sinner, aa they were 
first published in a separate volume, and have also been 
most recently reprinted,' though not differing in kind 
from the other stories of the supematoral, are to some 
extent marked off from them. 

Amid such wealth of stories, to particularize is im- 
possible J we must be content with a few remarks on the 
various classes of story. It is ""'lrj''?tcd]y an tlif ^j*'*^ 
of the supeiiiaaucal,^whetliec t6H~ia juxce oi-vus^ that 
Ho^'s chief claim to distinctive remembrance rest^j^^d 
in respect to this Ee "niav t)e" "consigere J a THieTcymol e- 
ment' of Sir Walter ScQtL... Both Scott and he were bom, 
most opportunely, at a period of social transition — most 
pat at the meeting-point in time of the old order and 
the new. Scott, by a touch of his m^c wand, or, to 
drop a trivial metaphor for the naked and much more 
moving fact — by the severe and life-long application of 
almost superhuman mental powers, efTected the passage or 
the trans^sion — clean and neat almost as in a chemist's 
experiment — of what must otherwise have perished in the 
world around him into the library which constitutes his 
works. Old Scottish song, old Scottish manners, Scottish 
tradition, Scottish legend — these he {reserved ; and to 
him, we, as Scotsmen, owe it that our sense of the Past 
is probably richer than that possessed by any other nation. 
But beside this vast field reclaimed and ^vaged, there 
lay one department which was comparatively neglected 
— at any rate it lay open to receive and to repay more 
labour than Scott had time to give it This was the 
department of the supernatural, in which — though he 
had selected it for his first essay in Uterature — Scott was 
never at any time an adept Hc^ came forward to 
> SUells & Co., 1895. 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



JAMES HOGG 99 

supply the deficiency, and it is in this sense that his 
work may be looked on as complementary to Scott's. 

We have seen that his early education had eiiactly 
fitted him for this work. In his case, books would have 
been but so many impediments; and, accordingly, the 
atmosphere in which he grew up was one unvitiated by 
literature, and yet — thanks to his mother — permeated by 
tradition. To tradition his hungry young imagination 
found itself restricted ; tradition he assimilated or made 
part of himself, and it is not until that process was 
complete that we hear of his bookish education beginning. 
And thus it seems quite possible that what he had looked 
on as the great hardship or misfortune of his life was, in 
reality, the very thing to which he owed most The 
locality in which he grew up was also in his favour ; for 
in no other part of Scotland, as Sir Walter Scott points 
out,^ had the beliefjirfainesTielSTts ground so per- 
dnaoously. Indeed, as we have seen, the Shepherd's 
grandfather. Will o' Phaup, was even credited with 
having conversed with them, and with being the last 
in that wild region who did so. The question _ for 
us here to consider, however, is this : what was the 
literary effect on Hogg of these now extinct influences? 
Tb& answer, as we conceive, is, in the simplest language, 
that Hogg^ tells a^' ghost-story. ' as .no. . other man has 
told one. Nature had gifted him with..a sJOfiuta^l^ .large 
share of what in literature we may denominate the 
Defoe quality — the power, that is, oi feigning, or making 
real in narrative that which has never been so. Others 
have, of coaa^ potsasgcd . this power — every writer of 
fiction must in some degree possess it; but it is Hogg's 
peculiar dtstiocdoa that be extends it beyond the limits 
of the world that is. And the power never fails him.. 
By its success the Gil-Martin of the Justified Sinner ranks 
■ Minstreby tflht StotHik Bvrdtr, vol, u. p. 336. 
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aa a unique attempt in our literature to incarnate the 
Fiend amid realistic surroundings; but in H<^g's work 
Gil-Martin does not stand alone. For, in their own kind 
and degree, the Old Man of the Hunt ofEildon — he whom 
every one remembers to have seen before, but whom none 
identifies — the 'jottery-man' of the Black Ha^s, Tibby 
Johnston's wraith, the unknown figure who engages Adam 
Bell in sword-play behind Holyrood, and a score of others 
are all equally successful. Neither, again, is Hogg's success 
restricted to those scenes in which actually supernatural 
characters are brought upon the stage. It is the atmo- 
sphere of eeriness, that is of the supernatural, which he has 
always at command, and this is shown in at the least a 
hundred instances — of which the glamour, or deceptio visiis 
of the charming and pathetic fairy-tale of Afary Burnet, 
and the wonderful game-birds falling a prey to the sports- 
man of the Strange Secret, and directing reproachful glances 
upon him as they fall, may be cited, not as the most strik- 
ing, but simply as the first that happen to occur to our 
recollection. What Hogg has done then, so far, Is to 
endow with a permanent literary form the singularly rich 
and varied creations of the Scottish peasant's fancy, in so 
far as that fancy has applied itself to its favourite field 
of the supernatural ; and, by thus endowing them, to pre- 
serve them when upon the brink of oblivion. 

We have dwelt at length on this, the most important, 
group of tales; the others may be much more rapidly dis- 
missed. In the present age of realism, such ' documents ' 
as the papers in which the Shepherd discourses of traits of 
afiecdon displayed by sheep, and other incidents of the 
shepherd life, are perhaps likely to appeal to a wider circle 
of literary readers than any others among his works. The 
historical tales, though excellent in their way, and espe- 
cially noticeable for the success with which the author's 
courage carries him over difficulties, are less distinctive of 
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the man than those of the other groups. Others, that is, 
have written similar tales of not leas merit, but, as a poet of 
the supernatural, and perhaps also as a shepherd author, 
Hogg stands alone. In reading his history, It is desirable to 
be on one's guard against the ' false document ' — as, for in- 
stance, when he speaks of a trial for witchcraft of the reign 
of James V. as being recorded in the Melrose Chronicle — a 
record which closes in the year 1270. This is amannensm 
to which he resorts to obtain verisimilitude, and, whether 
legitimate or not, it was not in his day counted reprehensible.^ 
We have spoken of Hogg in relation to Scott ; there 
are other writers with whom he invites comparison. First, 
then, his peasant tales are much more interesting than 
those of his friend Allan Cunningham, whose work in this 
kind owes its literary value to other considerations rather 
than to pure skill in story-telling. Next, if we compare him 
with HoGTmann, we are at once impressed by the &ct that, 
unlike the German's, Ho^'s ' weird ' is seldom or never 
morbid, fevered, hectic ; his wild imaginings are those of a 
healthy man not of delirium ; he does not habitually revel 
in studies of the diseased or the abnormal, as d&es Hoff- 
mann, for instance, in his long-drawn study of the malady 
of the Capuchin Medardus," or, again, in the marvellous and 
characteristic Sandmann, where tragic terror and a monkey- 
like satire and grolesqueness are set off and foiled by the 
masterly-sketch of a charming and affectionate girL The 
story-teller, however, with whom to us Hogg most readily 
suggests comparison is Robert Louis Stevenson, with whose 
work his own presents several striking points of similarity 
and of contrast 

^ He was conscious of abusing it, for lie Utnself %a.yi, ' I have now 
given BO many tales <A perfitt irvih [his own italics] to the public, 
many of them with not one word of truth in them, that 1 know I 
shall not be believed in this. . . . Preface to Lay Servians, 1S34. 

* In Dai MUxir dit Taifilt. 
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Their dmilarit; is perhaps mainly noticeable in a s trongl y 
national colouring, and in identical predilections in the 
dlUlf g'T rf KllB J iHH ; t faci r diff e i«n <»- imght-idscr tff^hosen 
as the typical dffiere lice between' the intuitive an4l2^ 
self-eonaeio M lurria^ - -B«th,~theiT, mc wrofigly'Scottish — 
Ho^ ftom the necessity of the case, but Stevenson, who 
had seen the world, from election; in their choice of 
subject both turn readily to the weird — Ho^ intuitively, 
Stevenson from the preference of a fastidious and some- 
what blasi artist. And, besides weirdness, a thing which 
attracts cither is adventure, in which field their parity of 
limitation is also most noticeable. Ho^, who does not 
select, has a much greater natural fertility than Steven- 
son, but in both an almost pagan distaste for anything 
bordering on the problems of life is apparent Allied 
to this, and arising doubtless from the same aversion 
from deep thinking in the authors, is a poverty of char- 
acterization ; and in this same poverty, be it said in pass- 
ing, lies perbi^ the bane or ultimate death-seed of the 
adventure-tale. For, sooner or later, adventure of itself 
will pall ; whilst if we care but little for the adventurer, 
we can scarcely be much interested in his fate. In re- 
spect to this common weakness, Stevenson, the younger 
man, is a greater defaulter than Hogg, who can, indeed, 
genoally place a personality before his reader, but fails, or 
does not attempt, to exhibit it in a state of growth or 
development. An instance may be noted from JTie 
Bridal of Polmood, where, in the courtship and marriage 
of the impulsive and admiration-loving but innocent- 
minded Elizabeth and the elderly uncourtier-like and 
formidable Polmood, the author presents a really interest- 
ing dramatic situation. But, in the sequel, he simply shies 
away from developing it ; and the same may be said of 
an equally promising situation in Wtlldean Hall. Com- 
pare with this Stevenson's failuie to turn interest of a 
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similar Idnd to account in 7^ Beach of FaUsi, where a 
strong psychological possibility is simply dissipated in the 
smoke of gunpowder. Neither to Hogg nor Stevenson, be it 
understood, is this imputed by way of blame. For, though 
we may not incline to place them in the higher ranks 
among novelists, we may still find plenty to recognise and 
to enjoy in their work as tellers of adventure-stories. 

So much for resemblance. As to contrast, when we 
remember Hogg's abounding humour, we can scarcely do 
otherwise than characterize his more fertile talent as also 
more genial than Stevenson's. For this it is possible that 
physical constitution may have been to some extent 
responsible. But, if H<^s narrative, full, free, and 
Sowing as it is, is apt occasionally and unconsciously 
to drop to commonness, that of the exile of Vathma, 
cramped and laboured at its worst, maintains in a general 
way an altogether higher level of distinction.^ Hogg, in 
a word, might draw from a richer mine ; but Stevenson 
was master of an infinitely finer art in cutting and polish- 
ing his gems. The first owed little to literary culture, or 
to any of his predecessors ; there is hardly a writer of 
distinction from whom the work of the second does not 
bear, at some point or other, some visible trace of imitation. 
Hogg has greater skill, or better fortune, in surmounting 
difficulties or concealing defects — or perhaps we ought to 
say that, as the surrounding level of his work is lower, a 
casual falling-off does not strike us so much. At any rate 
his writing shows no such icroulement as the latter portion 
of the Master of £ailantrae. But Ho^ on the other 
hand, has left us no scenes approaching in clear and 
brilliant perfection of Hterary execution to, for instance, 
the shrubbery scene in the novel above-named, or the 
diving-scene in 2^ Merry Men. It will of course be 

' ' I never in mj life re-wrote & page of pio«e,' njs Hogg. (^*- 
miaitttittft »f FoTMtr Years.) 
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understood that these observations are applied to either 
writer only in his capacity as a story-teller.* 

Ho^'s literary earnings during the first two yeare of 
his tenancy of Mount Benger amounted to upwards of 
j£TSo> but when the time came for him to return to 
Altiive, he found himself the poorer for his farming 
venture by no less than ;^2ooo — 'a respectable sura,' 
as he reraaiks, ' for an old shepherd to throw away.' 
The fact was that, his capital at starting being insufficient, 
' Before ditmiiting Hogg** fiction, it lemaini Enally to dispose of a 
' misUken impression regarding Che anthorship o( the Privatt Mimeirs 
and Canfissbms ef a Jtistifitd SitMtrKo which cuneocj has been given. 
Basing his theoiy on internal evidence, and on the bet that the contri- 
butors to 'Maga' would at times collaborate without acknowledgment 
— Hogg, for instance, funishiot; an occasional song for the Nodes — 
Mi Andrew Lang, writing in the llluitraitd Lendim Nobs of Novem- 
ber a4th, 1894, expieued the opinion that JobD Gibson Lockhiui had 
had a hand in the compoutioo of the above novel. Thisopinion 'as&c 
a* internal or eitenial evidence goes' he has since revoked {Alha%auin, 
Norembei 30th, 1895), a fact the mendon of which ooghc of itself to 
be enough for our present purpose. Bat as the opinion has since 
been repeated in at least one authoritative quarter, it may be as well 
here lo phice on record the following facts : Pint, that the numuscript 
of the book in question, clearly and neatlj written in Ho^'s hand, 
and sbowing no mark whatever of having been corrected or added to 
by Lockhart, exists and is in tbe possession of Hogg's surviving 
dai.^hter, Mis Garden ; secondly, that the tale, under its later title, 
as the Confanens ef a J-iaia/it was corrected bp Hc^, along with 
the rest oi his works, just before his death. (Letter of Mrs Garden 
to the Atheitawn, November i6th, 1895.) Fioally, that there exists 
not a jot or tittle of documentary or extenul evidence to support the 
theory of a miied authorship ; whilst, though the power of developing 
character shown in the work noder consideration b perhaps unique 
in Hf^'s writings, most readers will be inclined to agree with his 
daoghter when she writes that she sees the 'mark of Hogg's pen in 
every line.' (Letter quoted above.) Lockhart was certainly a more 
accomplished man-of- letters than Hogg ; but of Hogg's genius he bad 
nothing. 
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at no time during his tenancy had he been cleai of diffi- 
culties ; and, notmthstanding desperate efforts to extricate 
himself,^ he had sunk but deeper and deeper into the 
mire, until, at the termination of his tease — stock having 
by this time declined one half in value — he was left 
' without a sixpence in the world.' And at the age of 
sixty, as he observes, it was fully late enoi^h to b^n 
anew. It might naturally be concluded that his mis- ^ 
fortunes would exercise a depressing tendency upon him. > 
Not at all : he assures us that none of these reverses ever ' 
in the smallest degree affected his spirits. ... * As long 
as I did all for the best, and was conscious that no man 
could ever accuse me of dishonesty, I laughed at the 
futility of my own calculations, and let my earnings go 
as they came amid contentment and happiness. . . . 
Indeed so uniformly smooth and ha[^y has my married 
life been, that on a retrospect I cannot distinguish one 
part from another, save by some remarkably good days 
of fishing, shooting, and curling on the ice.' To the 
making of fortitude such as this, there goes perhaps some 
degree of insensibility, perhaps only a happy tendency to 
forget what is best forgotten. 

It was, indeed, with a feeling of relief that Hogg, with 
his wife and children, returned to the humbler home of 
Altrive. His daughter, Mrs Garden, tells us that he was 
a ' domestic man,' and her assertion Is amply borne out by 
such of his letters to his wife as have come down to us. 
Indeed, if the Hogg of Blackhouse had already succeeded 
in exciting our interest, it is the Ho^ of Mount Benger 
and of the later years at Altrive who wins a place in our 
affection. The intervening years of victorious struggle in 
Edinburgh and elsewhere, though they certainly command 

^ The two threc'Tolume novels entitled lespectively 73/ Thrtt 
Perils tf Mom and Thi Thru Ptrils af Wmitn lutd been duhed 
off, ' M if in detperadou,' in the bope of mendii^ matters, 
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our admiiadon, do little to bring Hogg nearer to our 
hearts; indeed, it would be remarkable if they did not 
exercise some temporary hardening effect upon the poet 
himself. During that time, then, be has appeared to us 
somewhat too much like one of his own fairies — a brilliant 
bein^ gifted at once with marvellous powers and with 
perennial happiness, but on the whole somewhat lacking 
in human warmth, somewhat alien from human kinshipL 
We would not forget that, all the while, he was a dutiful 
son, a good friend and brother, a faithful lover even ; all 
we can say is that, so far as it is given us to-day to study 
his life, these thit^ seem scarcely sufficient. At any rate 
these years are in contrast with the later development of 
his character. For, when once he becomes a husband and 
a father, all this is changed. A reflex, as it were, of the 
all-pervading geniality of Walter Scott seems to be set up 
within him, and the care of ' Margaret and the bairns ' 
draws him back, like his own Kilmeny, from fairyland, 
but not like her to return thither. 

We have already had evidence of his passion for field- 
sport ; but the following humorous protest relating to that 
topic, and illustrative both of his skill as a letter-writer and 
of his life at this period, is too good not to be quoted. It 
is dated &om Mount Benger, August nth, 1S29, and is 
addressed to Wilson in reply to an invitation to Elleray. 

' MV DEAR AND HONOUKED JOHN, 1 OeVCr tboi^ht 

you had been so unconscionable as to desire a sportsman 
on the nth or even the 13th of August to leave Ettrick 
Forest for the bare scraggy hills of Westmoreland ! Ettrick 
Forest, where the black cocks and white cocks, brown 
cocks and grey cocks, ducks, plovers, and peaseweeps and 
whilly-whaups are as thick as the flocks that cover her 
mountains, and come to the hills of Westmoreland that 
can nourish nothing better than a castril or stonechatl 
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To leave the great yellow-fin of Yarrow, or the still lai^er 
grey-locher for the (^generate fry of Troutbeck, Esthwait^ 
or even Wastwaterl No, no, the request will not do; it 
is an unreasonable one, and therefore not unlike yourself; 
for besides, what would become of Old North and Black- 
wood, and all our friends for game, were I to come to 
Elleray just now P I know of no home of man where I 
could be so happy within doors with so many lovely and- 
joyous faces around me j but this is not the season for 
in-door enjoyments; they must be reaped on the wastes 
among the blooming heath, by the silver spring, or 
swathed in the delicious breeze of the wilderness. Elleray, 
with all its sweets, could never have been my choice for 
a habitadon, and perhaps you are the only Scottish 
gentleman who ever made such a choice, and still persists 
in maintaining it, in spite of every disadvantage. Happy 
days to you, and a safe return.' 

Alas I amid the peaceful surroundings sketched above, 
the flight of time was now making itself felt. Scotfs 
friendship for the Shepherd had of course been extended 
to Mrs Hogg, who, being duly introduced at Abbotsford 
after her marriage, had called forth warm congratulations 
to the Shepherd — the host remarking, with his usual 
playfulness where Hogg was concerned, that he wondered 
that the latter had had the good sense to make such a 
choice. Mrs Hogg returned the Wizard's admiration 
with something approaching adoration, in illustration of 
which the Shepherd tells this pretty anecdote. One day 
as the great man was leaving Mount Benger, after dining 
there, he caught up one of Ho^s Uttle girls, kissed her, 
and, laying his hand on her head, said, ' God Almighty 
bless you, my dear child I ' at which Mrs Hc^ waa 
affected to tears. On his return from escorting his guest 
to the carriage, her husband enquired, 'what had ailed 
her 7 ' to which the good mother replied, ' O, I thought if 
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he had but just done the same to them all, I do not know 
what in the world I would not have given I ' The power 
and charm exercised by Scott's personality among those who 
knew him could scarcely be more pleasingly illustrated ; 
and there are other examples of his kindness to Hogg's 
family which, did space permit, one would not leave untold. 
But Scotfs days were now numbered. There is sincere 
feeling in the Shepherd's description of their last meeting. 
Scott, who was to pass through Yarrow on his return 
journey from Dnimlanrig Castle to Abbotsford, and had 
not time to diverge from the road to visit Altrive, had 
sent word to Hogg, who met him at the wayside inn now 
known as the Gordon Arms, and assisting him out of the 
carriage, walked with him down the valley towards Mount 
Benger bum, Scott walked with difficulty, for his crippled 
limb had now become almost useless, so that he had to 
lean on his companion's shoulder, remarking as be did so 
that he had never leaned on a firmer or a surer. Thus 
proceeding, these two old friends ' talked of many things, 
past, present and to come.' But the sad change which 
had come over Scott was only too apparent to his friend. 
Both his memory and his power of looking forward were 
impaired; he often changed the subject abruptly, and 
never laughed. Yet still he expressed the deepest con- 
cern for his companion's welfare and success — more so 
even than Hogg had ever heard him do before — together 
with sympathy in his financial troubles. The Shepherd, 
reared as be had been in the superstitions of the peasantry, 
must have felt that his old friend was 'fey.' Both of 
them had had recent cause for distress or annoyance — 
though Hogg, as was his wont, took his share tightly 
enough ; and it would seem that the present meeting was 
itself not quite exempt from the old incurable tendency to 
differ or to wrangle. "You are still the old man, Hogg, 
careless and indifferent as ever," said Scott^ with a coun- 
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tenance as gruff and demure as could be, and went on 
to speak of all things, literatuie in particular, as going 
down-bill to destruction and ruin. We must lemember 
that, if great bis happiness, his trials had been scarcely 
less. And thus parted for the last time these two old 
friends and friendly antagonists, who had in truth so 
much in common, who so intuitively recognized each the 
worth and power of the other, who had so often difieied 
and so often been appeased. In striking the balance 
between them, posterity, easily made captive by Scott, has 
been perhaps a little hard on Ho^. But one likes to 
conceive of the relation between them as of that of 
brothers — boys, for there survived in either much that 
was boyish. Then Scott becomes the elder and greater — 
instinctively watching over and protecting the somewhat 
petulant younger, patient of his foibles, yet occasionally 
seeming to delight in irritating them, admiring, and yet 
not sparing provocation. For so it is that with boy brothers 
we sometimes see the surface all discord. But we know 
that their affection lies deeper and is out of sight, that each 
is united to the other by something stronger than himself, 
never, in spite of himself, by any means to be alienated. 
The nature of Hogg's offences has perhaps been made 
pretty plain. His principal grounds of irritation against 
Scott were the consistent abstinence of the latter from re- 
cognizing him in any of his published writings ; his some- 
what gratuitous and unhelpful criticism of the prose pieces, 
his refusal to contribute to Ho^s proposed Miscellany, 
and his rather inconsiderate recommendation of Hogg to 
the post of head shepherd to Lord Porchester, the condi- 
tions of that appointment being that he should put his 
'poetical talent under lock and key for ever' — ^ a condi- 
tion which to a man with the Shej^erd's good conceit of 
his own powers could not fail to be particularly galling. 
> Domislie Manmrt tfSir Wab^ Se»tt, p. te^ 
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Had matters ended here, however, we have seen 
that all would have been well. Unfortunately they were 
carried one stage further. Scott having died in 1833, 
Hogg two years later produced the book which he entitled 
Domestic Manners and Private Life of Sir Walter Scott. 
This booklet forms excellent reading, and was sincerely 
intended, as we have no doubt, as a glorification of Sir 
Walter. Nor, though written with somewhat less than the 
customary reserve, does it contain more than two passages 
which could reasonably be expected to give pain or 
offence. The first is the somewhat unfeeling, but no 
doubt thoughtless, comparison of Scott's last lethargy to 
the condition of a drunken man ; the second is the in- 
discreet and indelicate expression of curiosity as to the 
parentage of the late Lady Scott From this error, 
breeding would have preserved Hogg; but surely some 
faults of breeding must be pardoned, nay, must be looked 
for, in one who is peasant bom, Lockhart, however, took 
a different view of the case. To one affecting airs of 
hauteur and posing as an aristocrat — an aristocrat of 
1S30 — it was doubtless wormwood to find himself and 
his &mily familiarly discussed in print by a man of King's 
antecedents ; but Hogg, be it said in passing, was ever 
greatly less of a respecter of persons than Scott had been. 
Again Lockhart himself had been served with rough 
justice in the brochure. But, to be just, one must 
acknowledge the latter as a man of deep affections, if of 
uncertain temper and overstrained nerves. Probably he 
was wounded in his tenderest part. At any rate, in the 
Life of Scott, Hogg is dismissed in these bitter words : — 
'It had been better for his fame had his end been of 
earlier date, for he did not follow his best benefactor until 
he had insulted his dust.' 

From this regrettable misunderstanding, we must go back 
a few years. Improvident though be might be on his own 
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account, Hogg had given many an anxious thought to Ute 
future of his increasing family. Having himself felt the 
want of early mental training, he was detennined, as 
Scott had advised, ' at every risk and at every sactiCice ' to 
give his little ones a good education. With this object 
he engaged a young man of good attainments to act as 
tutor in his house, generously admitting the children of 
the neighbourhood to share with his own in the school- 
ing.^ But schooling was not everything. Towards the 
close of 1831, a London publisher, Cochrane byname, 
had a plan on foot for publishing an edition of the poet's 
collected prose works. The plan promised to be lucrative, 
and with the object of furtherii^ it, Ho^ was persuaded 
somewhat against his will to go to London, where he 
landed, after a tedious voyage, on the last day of the year. 
His fame, which the detested Nodes had doubtless greatly 
helped to spread, had preceded him, and during the three 
months which he spent in the capital he was a literary 
lion of the first magnitude. The Morning ChronUk of 
January and, 1832, had announced his arrival in flattering 
terms, and he soon found himself, in his own phrase, 
'like to be eaten up with kindness.' Indeed, as his 
daughter remarks, the account of his reception seems 
3t the present day almost incredible. A list of his 
entertainers includes, among personages, the Duke of 
Sussex, Macleod of Macleod, and Lord SalCoun, among 
celebrities. Gait, George Cruickshank and Neil Gow, and 
among clubs and societies. The Beefsteak, The Oteraiy, 
and The Highland. To a man of his temperament 
all this could not fail to be gratifying, yet doubtless it 
came late enough in life to have lost something of its full 
charm. Writing to his wife on January 10th, he is by no 
means carried away by his success, but complains of the 
^ After Hogg's death, Ihe school which had thus been fonnded t^ 
him was maintained by the Dake of Bncdench. 
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inroads on his time which never allow him to reach home 
until three o'cloclc in the morning. I cannot descnbe 
to you,' he adds, 'how cheerless and desolate I feel so 
Ear separated from my family. If it were not absolutely 
necessary to make a struggle, in order to better our 
fonunes a litde, I could not bear it' Absence has 
brought out the home feelings in their strength, and his 
enquiries are very tender for his daughters — 'dearMa^e, 
poor little Hetty (the delicate one), and sweet Mary.' 
He has a joke for the boy James, and concludes, ' I am 
very helpless, and would require putting to rights almost 
every day — my stockings all full of boles, nor do I know 
where to get them mended.' Soon afterwards he sent to 
each of the children a copy of a little manual of hymns 
and prayers, drawn up by himself for their use, and entided 
A Father's New Year's Gift. His lament over the piles of 
dead larks observed by him when sight-seeing in one of 
the London pro\-ision-markets — a sight, as he says, which 
almost broke his heart — is also characteristic. He remem- 
bered that when he had read, in his young days, in Brucis 
Ttavehi that the larks sing the same notes in Abyssinia as 
they do here, his thought had been that that must be ' a 
tolerable country after a'.' In this connexion the tuneful 
' Bird of the wilderness ' — the song with which he had hailed 
the flock of larks as it rose from Ettrick Pen toward the 
' broad blue sky of Scotland ' — wOl recur to all lovers of 
bis lays. 

The festivities in Hogg's honour culminated in a grand 
dinner at the Free Masons' Hall, at which bis distinguished 
countryman General Sir John Malcolm presided. It took 
place on the anniversary of Bums' birthday ; two of Bums' 
sons were present, and Ho^ after dinner brewed punch 
in a bowl which had belonged to the Ayrshire poet and 
bad been brought to London for the ocxasion. He met 
with a perfect ovation. After this he writes of receiving 
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something like three hundred invitations to dinner in 
three days, and makes a description of one of these 
funcdons which be attended serve as a sample of the 
others. Having accepted his invitation on condition that 
there should be no party, he would find that, ere dinner 
was well over, a rapping at the door would begin, which 
was to continue without intermission for an hour and a 
half. 'Then we go upstairs, and find both drawing- 
rooms crammed as full as ever you saw sheep in a fold. 
And then I am brought in and shown, like any other 
wild beast, all the ladies courtseying, and flattering, and 
begging for one shake of my hand.' 
' How did the Shepherd comport himself amid these 
unusual surroundings? Admirably, we may feel sure. 
Time had smoothed the ruggedness of his manners since 
his early Edinburgh days, and he had a native gallantry 
and independence of spirit which would stand him in 
good stead. The apparition of a son of nature in a world 
of artificiality is always interesting, and even Carlyle, little 
inclined as he was to be mercifiit in his judgments, was 
fain to acknowledge that Hogg behaved ' easily and well,' 
and, recognising his ' charm * — as he went along ' cheerful, 
mirthful, and musical,' — to speculate as to whether it may 
not be chiefly due to this : ' that he is a real product of 
nature, and able to speak naturally, which not one in a 
thousand is.'^ Meantime Mrs Hogg's advice to her 
husband is this : ' Leave before you are threadbare. I 
do not exactly mean your coat, but leave the Londoners 
something to guess at' More truly sensible counsel 
could scarcely have been given, and what serves to re- 
commend it still more is the ^t, plainly apparent in 
the correspondence, that the good wife was extremely 
amdous to get her husband soon and safely home again. 
AU these doings might be pleasant enough, but from 
' Fronde's Life ef CarfyU, toL U. p. 234. 
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the Tciy first Hogg's mind had misgiven him as to the 
success of that which had been his real object in coming 
to London. His forebodings were but too well justified, 
for after the publication of the first volume of the Allrwe 
?ii^— chiefly remarkable for the spirited Adventures of 
Ct^tain John Locky — the publisher, Cochrane, became 
insolvent Here was the death-blow to all Hogg's recent 
hopes ; and he had already had more than his share of 
similar experience. 'No author,' says indeed Professor 
Veitch, ' ever suffered more from this source than Hogg.' 
Even spirits so elastic as were his did not at once recover 
from the blow, and his health came to be afiected. 
During this and the following year he produced no new 
work, and in a letter of this time to his friend Grieve he 
observes sadly that he feels that the best days of his 
writing are over. 

Meantime he lacked sympathy neither at home nor at 
a distance. At home, the great London dinner in hts 
honour was imitated or repeated at Peebles, under the 
presidency of his old ally and enemy Professor Wilson, 
many persons of distinction being present In replying 
to the toast of his health, the Shepherd, who had a pretty 
turn for compliments, declared that, though he had sought 
Fame first among the mountains and afterwards in the 
dty, it was not until that moment — ^when he saw so 
many notable men met together on his account — that he 
felt that he indeed had found her. He has been accused 
of vanity and of boasting, but his detractors must allow 
that, if his estimate of his own powers was high, he Uved 
to see it endorsed, not only in the capital, but likewise in 
that very part of the country in which it is proverbially 
hardest for a prophet to obtain recognition. In April 
1835 he received a letter from Sir Robert Peel which 
placed the Royal bounty at his disposaL In accepting 
it, for the benefit of his family, a^er a playful allusion to 
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his ' particular facility in accepting of money,' he speaJcs 
of himself as 'always poor and always most happy.' ^ 

He had lived to r^tlise his ambition, but Uie end was 
now not far off. In 1834 he produced his Lay Sermons 
on Good Principlti and Good Brteding, and in spring of 
the next year two volumes of Montrose Taks — entrusted, 
as their predecessors had been, to Cochrane, and strange 
to say with no better fortune, though the Shepherd did not 
live to know this. His health had given some cause for 
amdety, but on the 1 3th August, 1855, he was able to go as 
usual to the moors about Birkhill, at the head of Mofiat- 
dale, to shoot After seeming for a time to have derived 
benefit from the chaise, he presently became worse, and 
by the end of October was confined to bed. His com- 
plaint — at first supposed to be jaundice — developed the 
symptoms of a serious affection of the liver, and from 
hence the progress of the disease was rapid. On the 
morning of the 17th November he became speechless, 
and at noon on the 3ist he ceased to breathe. His re- 
mains were laid in Ettrick Churchyard, little more than 
a stone-cast from the humble cottage where he had first 
seen the Ught — the chill wintry wind playing about the 
mourners who followed the funeral, and lifting the leonine 
mane of Christopher North as he stood by the grave and 
wept. On the stone which marks the Shepherd's resting- 
place is carved the figure of a harp, whilst, to cover in the 
grave, daisied turf was fetched from a distance, so that in 
summer that one spot might stand out in flowery contrast 
to its green surroundings — an appropriate memorial of the 
pastoral singer who sleeps beneath. More ambitious memo- 
rials have, however, not been wanting. In the year i860, 
at the head of St Maiy's Loch, in presence of a great 
concourse of spectators, a statue of the Ettrick Sheph^ — 
the work of the talented local sculptor, Andrew Currie — was 
' Parker's Sir Rebtri Pttl, toL ii. pp. 309, 310. 
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unveiled : whilst in 1 898, under the auspices of the Border 
Counties' Association, an obelisk with medallion portrait 
was erected at Ettrick-hall to mark Hogg's birthplace. 

In person the Ettrick Shepherd in his maturer yeais 
is described as an 'excellent specimen of our stalwart 
Scottish peasantry.' His height was five feet ten and a 
half inches, and he has himseif told how once when at 
some national gathering the chests of the company were 
measured, his own was found to be second only to that 
of Sir Walter Scott His hair in later life became dark 
brown mixed with grey, his eyes were blue and lively, his 
complexion ruddy. In the portrait in Mr Blackwood's 
gallery, which represents him swathed in his plaid, be 
looks the very type of a 'wyce-like* Border fanner or 
shepherd, of shrewd and kindly disposition, — and that I 
think is exactly how a lover of his writings would wish him 
to have looked. The estimation in which he was held 
by his neighbours may be stated in the words of a cor- 
respondent ^ who gathered it from survivors among them, 
when he says that ' in the Forest all who knew him well 
respected him, and many loved him.' His widow survived 
him for the long period of thirty-five years. 

It now only remains to sum up the achievement and 
the character of one of the sweetest of our national singers, 
one of the most robust and kindly figures in our literature. 
Hogg's songs tack the passion and rich humour of the 
best of Bums's ; neither have they the pathos or the artistic 
finish of those of Lady Naime. Yet the best among them 
— Wien tht kye comes hamf, or, inspired by the poefs 
Jacobite researches. Cam' ye by AtAo!, and J^ora Mac- 
Donald's Farewell — have won and kept a place side by 
side with the above in the hearts and memories of the 
' The well-known Border antiqiuuy, Mi James Snuul, late SecieUiy 
to the CommeFcial Bank, Edinbnigh. 
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Scottish people. And this is a far surei and truer im- 
mortality than any to be conferred by critics or academies. 
On the other hand Hogg's epics, or metrical romances, 
have no structural Inspiration, and are failures and for- 
gotten. It is by the most popular of his songs, then, by 
two or three of the tales of 7X« Queen's Wake, and by the 
best of the prose tales, that Ho^'s name lives. In these 
prose tales he has incorporated the whole body of the 
floating popular mythology of Scodand — a fact which, 
should the day ever come when the stories fail to charm as 
stories, will still command for them the r^ard of students 
of history and folk-lore. That day at present seems far off 
— in token of which we may mention that we have before us 
the written testimony of the most popular of living Scottish 
novelists to the effect that, in Scottish literature, the Ettrick 
Shepherd's books are his most constant reading. 

As others had been before him, Hogg has b^n severely 
assailed since his death, the most powerful among his assail- 
ants being Lockhait and the late Mrs Oliphant, from both 
of whom he has suffered by misrepresentation. For had 
he shown himself in society the overgrown en/ant terrible 
described by Lockhart, is it likely, one may well ask, that 
he would have become and continued, I don't say the 
literary lion of Edinburgh and London, but a visitor at 
Floors, a favoured guest at Abbotsford and Bowhill? 
The object of a biographer is, however, rather to under- 
stand than to judge his subject ; and, with this object in 
view, it appears to us that much light is thrown on Hogg's 
so-called weaknesses by the following passages from the 
Memoirs of one who knew him intimately. ' Be it here 
observed once for all,' says R. P. Gillies,' ' that the good 
Shepherd's vanity differed from that of all other authors, 

' Memoirs of a Liiiraty VtlemH, toL il. p. 128. If Hogg ww 
5onietime» sclf-compUcnt, he was idso often hard on hii own works, 
and tometimes much too hud on them, ' I cannot ttke •nj' band in 
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inasmuch as it was avowed and imdi^ujsed, and be him- 
self laughed at it objectively as such. It never for one 
instant appeared to me as arrogance or self-conceit j on the 
contrary it was mere native eccentricity, or, in better words, 
decision of character. He had great power and facility of 
composition after his own manner ; was naturally conscious 
of this power and of course placed rehance on himself. As 
to Fortune's smiles or frowns he little needed to care.' 

Mrs Oliphant's Steen-like picture of the Shepherd's 
interior at Altrive is evolved, not from documents, but 
from the authoress's inner consciousness, and, as so being, 
does not concern us. More to the purpose, however, is 
her estimate of Hc^s character, formed after an examina- 
tion of a correspondence with his publisher which ex- 
tended over many years.^ Yet, here again, the good lady 
is at fault; for, having studied the Shepherd exclusively 
in his relations with Mr Blackwood, she has received an 
altogether one-sided and misleading impression. We have 
already acknowledged that bis relations with the Black- 
wood coterie brought out the commoner side of his 
nature. Suppose, then, ttiat we admit that in his deal- 
ings with bis publishers generally, and in particular 
with Mr Blackwood — in many respects a Idnd and long- 
suffering friend to him — he did not on all occasions 
demean himself with perfect grace, or in perfect accord- 
ance with established custom, that he possessed in 
a peculiar degree the characteristic faults of the genus 
author — rated his own productions too high, and failed to 
understand why his books did not sell or bis articles were 
rejected, laying the blame at other doors than his ovm, 
. . . pushing the sale of my own works,' he writes to Blackwood, 
who wished Mm lo come lo Edmbnrgh. ' If delicacy even peimitted 
it, I am the worst huid ta the woild Co do such a thing.' WtUiam 
BlacttBoed and His Sam, vol. i. p. 315. 

' See iVilliam Blackmeod and Hii Ssns, toI. L chap, tiL, 'The 
Ettiick Shepheid,' 
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that he ' dunned ' for what wits due to him or what be be- 
lieved to be so, and in short was in many ways and 10 a 
high degree troublesome. Well, admitting all this, we are 
still bound in common fairness to remember that Hogg as 
an author was not ' to the manner born,' and that it was 
only in the nature of things that he should import into the 
book-market a little of the methods of the sheep-fair. Yet, 
supposing that he did do this, we are still inclined to beUeve 
that the balance of grievance remains upon his side. For 
what liberties had not been taken with him by his fellow- 
contributors to Blaekwoo^s Magasine ? The freest use had 
been made of his name,^ his signature had been abused, 
sentiments and verses not his own liad been put into his 
mouth,^ and lastly an article had been sent to press which 
was so 'shockingly offensive' in its tone regarding him 
that the very printer (James Ballantyne) risked his con- 
nexion with the magazine rather than set it up.* Verily 
there are two ways of looking at the question of rights 
and wrongs in this case I 

Oui point, however, is not so much to defend Hc^ in 
his relation with his publisher as to show that anyone who 
attempts to judge him solely or chiefly from that point of 
view is quite incapable of doing him justice. For H<^ 
resembled his much greater contemporary, Scott, in this — 
that he was a man first, and afterwards a poet ; and, if we 
wish to do him that justice which hitherto has been tmt 
scantly meted out to him, it is the man first and the poet 
afterwards that we must try to see. And, viewed in this 
way, how much more is he than the mere poet of the 
Queen's Wake and the Forest Minslrel\ In the first 
place, he rises before us, as, by the common consent of 

> Ibid., p. 337. * P. 326. 

■ P. 338, Tb« article was subsequently much modifinl ; but 
it had reached the printer't tmnda in its original form. But for 
Ballactyne's protest, wonid it have been alteied? 
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Gillies and Carlyle, a product of Nature at first-lund, a 
' character.' ' At the risk of being blamed for truism or 
tautology,' writes the former of these authorities, ' I must 
say again that Hogg was a character bien prononei, and in 
his way matchless ' ; and, after enumerating his works, the 
writer continues, 'yet after all these extraordinary per- 
formances, he remained in his demeanour, appearance, 
and manner of speech, integer purus, the same unalterable 
Ettricic Shepherd who, but a few years ago, had driven 
his herd of nowie to All Hallow Fair.' ^ Surely, amid the 
sickliness of so much of our modern civilization, a figure 
50 essentially strong and self-reliant is one to cherish and 
be proud of. Its niggedness, its angles, are an essential 
part of it — it would not be itself without them. And then, 
if we turn to contemplate obstacles overcome, the great 
legend of the 'pursuit of knowledge under difficulties' 
— a legend, as we venture to think, so particularly rich 
in Scotland — contains few stories more inspiring than 
H<^g's. And these stories are of the kind which gain 
greatly from the ' happy ending.' For, in all departments 
of life, it is only natural to salute the victor ; and, though 
the Chattertons and David Grays may have aspired with 
equal generosity of feeling towards the light, we must 
allow its due of credit to the tougher fibre and the 
better balance which enabled Hogg to persevere until the 
goal was reached and the wreath vnrested. 

Cherish we, then, the memory of the man for what he 
was — whether we think of him as the youth who mused, 

^ Memtirs, vol. ii. [k 243. J&mes Glass Bertram, aathoi of Some 
Metneriet of Baokt, Anliort, and Evtnts, who, u an apprentice in 
Tail's publUhing-house, had many opportunitiet of hearing about 
Ho^ from those who had known him, remarks (p, 49) that he was 
always spoken of in a klndty waf , ind that Lockhart's portrait of him 
was much resenled. He quotes in particular one description of the 
Shepherd as ' a genial man with Ut more in him tbv) ever came oa|.> 
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and shed the tears of sen^bility, and conquered the diffi- 
culties of learning, alone, and scanted in sympathy as in 
comprehension, on the legendary muirs of filackhonse; 
whether as the stalwart shepherd whose fleetness of foot 
would enable him to turn the fleeing flock on the hill-side, 
whose native and well-preserved vigour made him a 
champion at St Ronan's games when on the verge of 
three-score years ; or as the marvellous boon-companion, 
prodigal of wit as of song and story, shouting, in his 
Homeric thirst after a night's caiouse, to bis old friend 
Tibby of St Mary's to ' bring in the loch ' ; or, again, as the 
contented former, rejoicing in his grey-hounds, his curling- 
stones, his silver punch-bowl, his country friends, his sister 
and his sweetheart; or as the hospitable host, pointing 
with pride to his ' bit house, full as a bee-skep o' happy 
leevin' creatures ' ; or as the self-made man-of-letters, 
walking with credit and circumspection alike amid the 
sloughs of failure and the pit-tatis of success, winning and 
holding the love and respect of such a man as Walter 
Scott ; or, lastly but not least, as the tuneful minstrel and 
cunning story-teller of the pastoral vales of Ettrick and 
Yarrow. 
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Taknahill's poetic reputation is secure; for, whatever 
the flaws or shortcomings of his songs, the fact stands 
that the Scottish people has taken them to its heart. 
And, so this be once done, theie are few hearts more 
constant and loyal — few, we might add, slower to recognize 
imperfections in what diey have made their own. It is 
possible that some sense of posthumous justice may have 
had its part in this adoption ; and in that case he would 
be a chml rather than a critic who should seek to do it 
away. 

Tannahill's brief life-history is as uneventful as it is 
unhappy. Bom at Paisley on the 3rd June 1774, he was 
brought up to his father's craft of weaving. But his finra 
spirit introduced variations of its own into the mere 
mechanical plying of the shuttle. A poet and somethii^; 
of a musician, he kept a flute — it was a cracked one, 
bound with many plies of string — within reach of bis 
loom, to which he had also fastened a desk, so as to be 
able to jot down ideas as they occurred to him without 
rising from his seat. In this manner, 'weaving threads 
and verses alternately,' he furnished new poems to many 
old airs which he had taken an interest in hunting up. 
And, thus diversified, his manual occupation, we are told, 
was not distasteful to him, so that when he came to be 
offered the post of overseer in a factory, he declined it, 
electii^ to remain where be was. This pursuit of the Muse 
in the midst of ruder avocations reminds one of the early 
studies of James Hogg. Meantime his songs were finding 
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singers, and he himself was used to assert that no token of 
fame had ever given him greater pleasure than the surprise, 
when walking alone, of hearing words of his own sung by a 
country girl in an adjoining field. In time he became ac- 
quainted with other persons of musical tastes — striking up, 
in particular, a warm intimacy with Robert Archibald 
Smith,^ with whom it became his habit to spend most 
of his Saturday aAernoons in rambles in the country. 
From Smith we learn that Tannahill's favourite walks 
were by the ruins of Stanley Castle, or over the Braes of 
GlenifTer, where, reclining on the heather, or seated on 
some bracken-fringed rock, he would resign himself to 
what was with him always the chief source of inspiration 
— the contemplation of Nature. 

In 1807, he published his Poems and Songs, of 
which at least the latter became widely popular. Yet 
the author grew none the happier. For this, his 
circumstances were less to blame, probably, than his dis- 
position. As a member of a large family, and one who 
would have been the last to repudiate the duties of filial 
piety, his means remained narrow notwithstanding the 
fact that the trade of Paisley flourished, and high wages 
could be earned there. His culture was meagre, and his 
experience of life — excepting for a journey be had made on 
foot into England, followed by a sojourn of two years at 
Bolton — was limited to that acquired in his native town. 
But worse than all this were the seeming contradictions 
which met in his character. For to an extremely retiring 
disposition, and a personality which in company was apt 
to be strangely unimpressive, he seems to have united an 
almost morbid craving for that recognition which, though 

1 Musical composer ; bom in 1779, and came to Paisley in 1800. 
He was the friend of Motheiwell as well as of Taonaliill, and it is to 
tb« infornutioD imparled by bim to tlie fbrinei ttwt we owe much of 
oui koowledge of Uie wcavei poet. 
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certainly due to his gifts, has often been withheld from much 
greater ones. 'Yes,' writes Motherwell, 'we scruple not to 
avow it that one main cause of Tannabill's premature fate 
was the chilling aspect of bis own town. He bad vanity 
like every man of genius — a thirst for fame, as eveiy noble 
spirit ought to have ; but the first was morti&ed, and the 
last was disappointed and ungratified. True, he heard 
his songs chaunted with delight, and his praises whispered 
in distant parts, but then not even hinted at in the place 
of his birth. Where was the countenance the higher ranks 
should have conferred on him ? Where the support the 
wealthy could have given him to prosecute his Studies and 
improve in his darling avocation?' Yet this was not the 
worst. His published volume of verse had drawn forth 
some sharp criticism — in certain respects, perhaps, not 
wholly undeserved, for it had been published prematurely. 
But die poet seems to have taken these strictures to heart, 
and his mortification was subsequently and successively 
deepened, first by the rejection of some of his songs which 
had been offered for the famous collection of Geoige 
Thomson, and afterwards by Constable's declining his 
proposal for a second, or emended, volume of poems. 

In these depressing circumstances the poet fell a prey 
to despondency, growing suspicious of his friends and ex- 
hibiting undue anxiety as to his poetic reputation. Certain 
dissipations into which he had been led by idle hunters 
of celebrity, though probably of a quite unimportant char- 
acter, seem to have exercised an unhappy effect upon his 
sensitive mind as well as on his deUcate body.* He pro- 
duced some poems which are described as 'of most 
strai^e texture ' ; but of more consequence was his de- 
struction, in a mood of self-despite, of his unpublished 
work, as well as of the emended copies of what he had 
already sent forth. He is even said to have sought to 
* Barf af Renfreteikirt^ Introduction, p. Kcxix. 
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recover for the same purpose those of his manuscripts 
which were in the hands of his friends. 

At this sad juncture, an incident occurred which for 
the moment cheered him. The Ettrick Shepherd — not as 
yet the celebrated author of TSe Queen's Wake — travelled 
from Edinburgh to Paisley with the sole aim of seeing 
him. Let us narrate what followed in Hogg's own 
words. 'I supposed,' says he, 'that when I arrived in 
Paisley I had only to ask for Tannahill the poet, but to 
my astonishment nobody knew who he was. I was sent 
from one Tarmahill to another, and many others, but 
none of them the object of my search. At last I found 
him on his loom, one of a long range ; he was a swarthy 
man, bearing no external indication of the intellectual 
lava tide that slumbered in his soul, I told him my twm 
de plume, and I have never forgotten the look of absolute 
bewilderment with which he regarded me, as I told bim 
how far I had come just to look upon bim, and that now 
I was before him with the same feelings as when " Jonson 
sat in Drummond's classic shade." During the whole of 
that night we sat together, and he sang many of his 
choicest melodies. ... In the morning, I was about to 
start by the coach for Glasgow on my way home. Being 
somewhat late, I required to run some distance. Tanna- 
hill ran by my side. When about to part, he grasped my 
hand convulsively, and burst into tears. I siud, " Hoot, 
Robert, dinna tak' things so serious; we shall often 
meet again ; and if you'll no come to Edinburgh to visit 
me. 111 come back to Paisley to see you." " No, Ho^," 
he replied, " this has been the proudest day of my life ; 
but it cannot be ... " and with this, sobs choked his 
utterance.' ^ 

The poor poet was, in fact, in an overstrained state, 

from which, with his peculiar temperament, all things 

' Memarialt ^ James Hogg, pp. 306, 307, 
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were to be feared. Gloom now settled finally above his 
head. His countenance was pale, his form emaciated; 
his eyes simk in bis head. He intimated to his Mends 
wild plans which he had formed for leaving Paisley, to 
take up his abode in ' some sequestered locality,' or for 
canvassing the country in person for subscriptions to a 
new issue of his poems. At last, during a visit to a friend 
at Glasgow, he complained of the 'insupportable misery 
of life,' and is said at the same time to have exhibited 
unequivocal symptoms of mental derangement His 
friend thought it prudent to accompany him back to 
Paisley. On reaching home, Tannahil] retired to bed, 
where he was visited by three of his brothers, who 
remained with him till about ten o'clock, when he 
appeared sufficiently calm. On returning to enquire for 
him two hours later, they found his bed empty. A 
search was at once made, which led to the discovery of 
the missing man's coat beside the conduit of a neigh- 
bouring brook, 'pointing out but too surely where his 
body was to be found.' The poet perished thus un- 
happily, by his own act, before be had quite completed 
his thirty-S"rth year, 

A man of Tannahill's temperament passes through life 
unknown even to his friends^ Sometimes his work will 
reveal him to posterity, but in this case it was not sa 
All we can say of his diaracter, then, is that, if somewhat 
wanting in the spirit of resistance, it appears to have been 
amiable and blameless. We know for certain that he 
was a devoted son to the old mother who survived him. 
What of his poems ? It had been best to let them speak 
for themselves. His more ambitious efforts — his Odes 
for the celebration of Burns's birthday — are not without 
passages of vigour and felicity; yet it is by his songs 
alone that his name survives. In these it were easy to 
pick holes. They abuse the ' pathetic fallacy ' ; they are 
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disfigured by passages in the stiff Eighteenth-Centui; 
manner, — such passages as — 

' There Avmice guides the bounding piow. 
Ambition courts promotion.' 

And this manner, if defensible in the didactic poems of 
its own period, is, as we need not say, entirely out of 
place in a tyric. But, more than all, the songs lack 
variety. Indeed, though according to his light, the poet 
laboured at his craft with exemplary assiduity, it may 
almost be said that he knew but a single incentive to 
poetic production — the emotion aroused in his breast by 
the contemplation of Nature. For the love-interest of his 
songs is purely conventional, and though there are con- 
flicting statements on this point, his friend Smith, who 
would be likely to know, assures us that even the Flower 
of Dunblane was ' quite an imaginary person.' 

Admitting so much, however, there yet remains to the 
singer one of the finest motives for song, and from this 
he elicited a few brief strains of pure and authentic 
melody. Gloomy Winter and the J'Jower 0' Dunblane, 
with the music to which they are sung, will live as long 
as the Scots tongue. Even in Scotland, too, — the land 
of local attachments — few localities have been more 
happily celebrated in song than the Braes of BalquhUher 
or Craigie Lee. In TTie Midges Dance and Langsyne 
beside the woodland bum, the poet's innocent deUght in 
birds and flowers is pleasingly expressed. In a livelier 
strain, Pease Sirae and the rough serenade, O are ye 
sieepin', are successful. But on the whole it is difScult 
to improve on Motherwell's estimate of the poet and his 
work- 'The sensibility of Taimahiil,' says he, 'appears 
to have been greater than his genius, and his heart more 
susceptible of tender than deep feeling. On the whole, 
we believe his poetical character to have been over-rated, 
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uid that sympathy for his fate has so associated itself 
in our minds with hia many excellences, thai while we 
endeavour to estimate his merits as a poet our feelings 
have more to say in the matter than our juc^ment. Be 
this as it may, his name will long be rememb^d with no 
ordinary degree of emotion, and it will be a long day ere 
another like him shall in these western parts sweep the 
Scottish lyre with so dehcate and so artless a touch.' ^ 
^ /toy Bf ReHfremshire, Intcodaction, p. ilii 
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Strictly speaking, Mothervell is perhaps less a ' Famous 
Scot ' than an interesting phenomenon in Scottish letters. 
A born literary man, an untiring experinienter in literary 
forms, a figure of real significance, if of minor importance, 
in the Romantic Movement which, inaugurated by Percy, 
Chatterton, and Walpole, reached its fall height in Scott 
and Coleridge, his contribution to Scottish literature is in 
the general estimation probably limited to a sii^le song ; 
though we must hasten to add that, for the literary student, 
his work has an altogether different interest Vet, after 
alt, and taking the lower estimate, how many are the 
names of whom even this can be said 7 And let us not 
forget, either, that his talent was of a kind which by 
length of days might have been brought to a riper bear- 
ing. As it is, we may dismiss him quickly, for he had 
not, tike William Thom, the advantage of a romantic 
personal story to compensate for the tenuity of his literary 
performance. His true history, like that of so many of 
his brother poets, would be one, not of deeds or of cir- 
cumstances, but of thoughts, feelings, and studies. 

Bom in a house in the College Street of Glasgow, 
OctoI>er r3th, 1797, William Motherwell was the third 
son of a &ther bearing the same names, who carried on 
business as an ironmonger. The family of the Mother- 
wells was, however, an ancient one, and there is the 
evidence of charters, as well as of tradition, to show 
that its members both held land and filled the post of 
hereditary millers at Dundaff, on the banks of the Carron 
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in Stirlingshire, for, protably, not less than four hundred 
years. The name Motherwel], also spelled Jfoderville 
and Moderell, appears in the Ragman Rolls. 

Mr Motherwell removing to Edinbuigh, his son William 
was placed first, in 1805, at the school kept by a Mr 
Lennie in that town — where he remained for over three 
years — and afterwards at the High School. It was at the 
former seminary, and when in his eleventh year, that be 
met the little maiden who so strangely took and retained 
possession of his fancy. Jane Morrison is described as a 
gende and pretty child of about his own age. Her hiur 
was of a lightish brown, and her eyes dark, with a sweet 
expression. In winter (for it is well to be particular 
where one has the means) she wore a pelisse of pale blu^ 
and a light-coloured beaver with a feather. She was the 
daughter of a respectable brewer and corn-factor of Alloa, 
and was come to Edinburgh to ' finish her education.' 
When Motherwell in bis pathetic poem dijmnie Morrison 
speaks of their being ' gindered young,' not to meet again, 
he merely states what was the fact Jane, who in due 
course became the wife of a respectable merchant named 
Murdoch, is said to have retained her early attractiveness 
in maturity. Motherwell during his school-days is described 
as an apt scholar and an amiable and lively boy. It 
seems quite probable that Jeanie may have been his first 
and only love. 

After a brief stay at the High School, the boy — whose 
father had not prospered in business — was handed over 
to the care of an uncle at Paisley, where, after attending 
the Grammar School until he was fifteen, he was placed 
in the office of the Sheriff-Clerk. Already he gave tokens 
of the romantic and inediEeval bent which was to char- 
acterize him in later life, having as a schoolboy earned 
a reputation for his gift of spinning yams about ' castles, 
robbers, and strange out-of-die-way adventures,' whilst he 
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now exhibited great skill in deciphering and making fee- 
similes of ancient legal documents, and would wile away 
the interrals of business by exercising hia decided artistic 
ability in making sketches of knights in armour, on horse- 
back or a-foot. His accomplishments, united with smart- 
ness and intelligence, attracted the notice of the Sherifi", 
and, in May 1819, when in the twenty-second year of his 
age, he was appointed Sheriff-Clerk Depute of Renfrew- 
shire, a post which he held with credit for the next ten 
years. During this period he is described as of a kindly, 
enthusiastic, and somewhat convivial temperament, and, 
poet though he was, there is no sign that in his ofBcid 
life he occupied the position of the proverbial square peg 
in the round hole. His official career had not, however, 
been one of unbroken smoothness, for there is record of 
his being sazed by an angry mob, whibt in the performance 
of duties which rendered him unpopular, and actually 
raised to the level of the parapet of a bridge over which 
it was intended to throw him. This was in 18 18, during 
what was known in the West Country as the Radical War. 
Later on, the liberal emoluments of his ofEce enabled 
him to indulge his tastes by forming a library. 

What we are most concerned to know, however, is how 
in the meantime his pen had been occupied. His first 
writings which have been traced are contributions to a 
Greenock Visitor, dated 1818. In the next year Tie 
Harp of Jienjrewskire — an anonymous publication, but 
known to have been brought out under his care — appeared 
at Paisley. It consists of a collection of local and other 
songs and poems, of which many are original, with notes 
and an Introductory Essay on the poets of the county, 
from Sir Hugh Mon^omerie (d. 1545) to TannahilL 
This volume was followed by the Minstrelsy, Ancient and 
Modem, pubhshed by Wylie of Gla^ow in 1837 — a work 
of permanent value in its own department It is pre&ced 
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by a careful and well-infonned Historical Introductbn, 
and, in the respect for antiquity which it exhibits, ap- 
proaches more nearly to modem comparative methods 
than the work in the same kind of other writers of 
the period. Indeed Motherwell had a much more real 
feeling for the essential beauty of the old ballads than had 
most of his better known contemporaries, as the comparison 
of such a delicate piece of imitative work as his B/iin ^ 
Siilarwood with the gross labours of, for instance, Leyden, 
will readily suffice to show. Among the men of literary 
distinction with whom the Minstrelsy brought Motherwell 
acquainted was Scott, who, in a letter^ relating to Gil 
Morrice, frankly confesses to having done wrong 'in 
endeavouring to make the best possible set of an ancient 
ballad out of several copies obtained from different 
quarters ' — a hberty, which, compared with those taken 
for instance by Cunningham, appears venial. Scott and 
Motherwell never met ; but the latter, after Scott's death, 
made a pilgrimage to Abbotsford, and is said to have 
declared that nothing there affected him so much as Sir 
Walter's staff ' with the bit dibble at the end of it.' 

In 1818 Motherwell took a principal share in starting 
the Paisley Magasiru, to which several of his poems were 
contributed. He was now manifestly gravitating towards 
his true vocation of literature, and, having become a 
contributor to the recently started Paisley Advertiser, on 
the retirement of its editor, who was his intimate friend, 
in the same year, he was appointed to succeed him. This 
editorship he held — for a time, as would appear, conjointly 
with his legal ofEce — until he was invited to Glasgow to 
undertake that of the Glasgow Courier — a position on 
which he entered February and, 1830. His connexion 
with this joumal was maintained until his premature death 
> Quoted in Mtmoir ef Molhtracll prefixed to hil Pectual Works, 
ed. 1881, p. niii. 
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in November 1835. At first sight the change in his 
circumstances appears beneficial, but it remains vei?- 
questionable whether for his best literary interests it really 
was sa A literary career was, indeed, that for which his 
temperament had marlced him out ; but the class of litera- 
ture required by a newspaper demanding to be fed with the 
product of his brun three times a-week was not that for 
which he was best fitted Onthecontrary: his mind worked 
slowly, his preference was for careful elaboration — in proof 
of which we may cite the statement that he worked upon 
the draft oljmnk Morrison over a period of twenty years. 
Then, the times were against him. Political party-feeling 
waxed to an unprecedented height over the Reform Bill, 
and Motherwell — a Tory by conviction as well as by con- 
stitution — entered keenly into the war of opinions. We 
cannot wonder that his muse fell silent In an account 
of a vi^t paid by him to Ho{^s farm at this date, it is 
said that he ' afiected to care for neither literature, nor 
sentimentahsm, nor song,' his ambition being to shine as 
a wit and to talk politics.^ Nevertheless it was during this 
period, in 1832, that his Poems, Narrative and Lyrical, 
were collected and published. Considering the per- 
turbation of the time, and the merit of most of the poems 
was largely esoteric, their reception is said to have been on 
the whole favourable. A preface to Henderson's Scottish 
Proverbs, the humorous Memoirs of a Paisley Bailie, 
contributed to The Day, and a share with the Ettrick 
Shepherd in an edition of Bums, which Motherwell did 
not live to complete, make up the tale of his literary 
works. 

Amid the bewilderment of the time, the poet had some- 
how been misled into joining the Orange Society, whose 
principles he embraced with warmth. In 1835, when 
Government contemplated to suppress that organization, 
1 Memariali t^lht Ettrick ShifHtrd, p. 303. 
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he wss summoned to London to give evidence, touching 
its constitution and practices, before a Committee of the 
House of Commons. He was not by temperament fitted 
to acquit himself well on such an occasion, and it has 
been suggested that be was akeady the victim of pie- 
monitoiy symptoms of the disease known as 'softening 
of the braio.' At any rate he ' broke down ' in his evi- 
dence. He was able, however, to return to Glasgow and 
resume the train of his everyday life. On the evening of 
the 3tst October, whilst attending a part]r at the house of 
a friend, he was attacked by bleedir^ from the nose, which 
was followed, in the small hours of the next morning, by 
a shock of apoplexy, so violent as in a few hours to prove 
fatal He was buried in the Necropolis, his death at the 
early age of thirty-eight being deplored by a large circle 
of friends and by the inhabitants of Glasgow generally. 

In person Motherwell was cf very short stature, but 
strong and veil formed, and of features which, by differ- 
ing standards, might be characterized either as ordinary 
or as comely. In attire he retained the scrupulous spruce- 
ness characteristic of his early employment Except in 
the company of his more intimate ftiends, he spoke little, 
and, save in rare moments of enthusiasm, did not shine in 
conversation. But that he was no recluse or mere book- 
worm is shown by the fact of his having served at different 
times both in the Paisley Rife Corps and the Renfrewshire 
Yeomanry, as well as by his possession of a taste for 
boxing and fencing, and even, in early days, for practical 
joking. In private life, he harboured one or two inoffen- 
sive eccentricities : for instance we are told that he believed 
firmly in ghosts, though not that he had ever seen one. 
In his reading he wisely preferred to follow up particular 
lines of his own, rather than to aim at the banaie univer- 
sality of the ordinary well-read man. Thus he deliberately 
neglected physical science, philosophy, and modem history. 
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In a word, his culture was that of the artist rather than the 
savant : he studied that for which he had aiSnity, to wluch 
he was capable of imparting life. ~ But, of course, it is 
possible to carry this principle of study to the point where 
it begets prejudice, and it is possible that at some points he 
did not steer quite clear of this fault. His love of Scotland 
and of Scottish literature was ardent and enthusiastic. 

We have said that Motherwell is a poet for literary 
men, and what need have these with ready-made criticism ? 
For them, if not an impertinence, it is at least generally 
an encumbrance; so the briefer our observations on his 
poetry the better. In the first place, then, Motherwell 
is remarkable, almost unique it might be said, among 
modem Scottish minor poets, for this very characteristic 
— that he was a ' literary ' poet, or one whose inspiradon, 
if not drawn mainly from books, was at least much modi- 
fied by study. So, in place of giving us the spontaneous 
carol of a Hogg or a Tannahill, he adapts his song to 
a carefully thought-out melodic scheme. And one point 
at which be gains over his compeers is that his work is of 
much more even quality than theirs: he wrote little or 
nothii^ that was worthless. 

But we may go further than to say that he was a 
literary poet, and may add that, among literary poets, he 
, was a raffini—OTit curious as to form, apt to abandon each 
form in turn when he had mastered its secret In diis 
respect he may be ranked with the initiators. Thus, in 
Jeanie Morrison, he was the first, or one of the first, to 
write the Scots tongue, not intuitively, but deliberately 
and with linguistic research — thus starting a fashion 
which was long afterwards followed with success by 
Stevenson and ' Hugh Haliburton.' After this, taking 
his cue from Gray, he experimented in the, to our poets, 
Still almost virgin ground of themes derived from Scan- 
dinavian mythology. The results which he obtained 
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have won the praises of connoisseurs in ttmt domain. 
Then the rhapsody entitled 7^ Witched Joys shows a 
Gothic or Elizabethan luxuriance of fantasy akin to 
that of Beddoesj whilst with what success be tried his 
hand at the 'ait ballad' has been already seen. But, 
indeed, the ' revival ' side of the Romantic Movement 
in which he has his place is in him particularly strong. 
Several of his poems are even deliberately imitative of 
particulai authors — as, for instance, the CavalUt's Song of 
Lovelace, Melancholye of Beaumont, The Solemn Song of a 
Righteous Hearie of Raleigh perhaps, or of the mournful 
lines written on the eve of execution by the young and 
misguided Chidiock Tichbome.^ From all these things 
of course it follows, as the night the day, that the 
poet has no very distinctive style of his own. And 
hence perhaps arises the fact that, fine man-of-letters as 
he was, Motherwell has never yet been generally awarded 
his full dues of appreciation and applause. 

/eanie Morrison, by which he is generally known, and 
which is said to have been sketched by him at the age of 
fourteen, is a sweet and pathedc poem, telling of a childish 
love which lasts a life-time. Its sentiment may perh:^ 
appear a little strained ; yet the school-children who 
' . . . on the knowe abune the bom 

For boms tbegithet stt. 
In the sHeotnen o' joy, till butb 

Wi' very gladness grftt,' 
were obviously children of very exceptional sensihility of 
temperament — exceptional, but not necessarily unnUural ; 
and it is with the exceptional that the romantic poet 
delights to deal Another way of looking at the poem 
is to view the poet's love for the little girl as the form 
into which the natural yearning backward toward a 
happy childhood has been crystallized by time. 
* ' My prime of youth U but a fiost of cares,' etc. 
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'O YB Cairngorms,' cries Lord Cockbum, in his Circuit 
/ourwys^ 'how have ye never produced a poet of your 
own ? ' Of course the accomplished lawyer does not here 
speak strictly by the book ; * still the poetical poverty of 
Aherdeenshh^, compared with certain districts of the 
West and South of Scotland, is certainly noticeable. And 
scarcely less noticeable is the fact that the subject of the 
following sketch, an Aberdonian by birth, is in all other 
respects alien to his county. His dialect, leamt from 
books, is ' pure Tannahill and Dundee ' ; ' nor, in all his 
verse, is there an allusion to AbefacefiT" 

In the ranks of the ill-fated among men of genius, William 
Thorn holds a conspicuous place. For that he had a spark 
of genius — though perhaps not strictly poetic genius — there 

' P. 337- 

' Alexander Ross, aathor of Tie Ftrtunatt Shepherdess, EUid of the 
song of SVea'd and married and li ; John Skinner, author of TitlUch- 
gorum and sCTCral other popular songi ; John Ewen, itnthoi of The 
Baatie Rows, and George Halket, generai1]( credited with the author- 
ship of L^ie o' Siuhan, are alone enough to redeem th« county from 
the charge of poetical barrenness. Nor, in more recent times, must 
we overlook the veteran Dr George MacDonald. 

' The author is indebted to Mr W. Knth Leask for drawing his 
attentbn to thb curious fact. The same gentleman points out that, 
in the verses quoted on p. 147, there occur no less than five words — 
viz. 'ettle,* 'lo'esome,' 'hallan,' ' cruireacb,' 'aihlins' — which are 
quite fbreigD to Aberdooians. 
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is little room to doubt An obscure Aberdonian wearer, 
labouring under every possible disadvantage of birth and 
up-bringing, he yet succeeded in so impressing the world 
that, whilst literary London hailed him as a ' second Bums,' 
India vied with the United States in contributing towards 
his maintenance. The means by which this impression was 
produced were the wit and eloquence of his conversation, 
the beauty of his flute-playing and singing, the charm ot 
his lyric verse, and the pathos of his history. To-day, 
his wit, his music, his personality are lost. His verse 
remains; but in that verse the spark of genius that was 
in him shone with no steady, unobstructed ray. His 
story likewise remains to us, and, as has been hinted, 
it is one of the most cruelly ironical in the annals of 
literature. For it is that of one whose inherent weak- 
ness was betrayed, not by the long-continued assaults 
of adverse fortune, but in the taidy hour of the turning 
of her wheeL 

Thorn was bom in Sinclair's Close, Justice Fort of 
Aberdeen, as nearly as can be ascertained about the end 
of 1798, or the beginning of the year following,' though 
the date mistakenly given in WhistU-binkU and on the 
poet's grave-stone is ten years earlier. A lameness from 
which he suffered through life, and which was due 
originally to a deformed foot, had been aggravated by 
his being run over, whilst still a child, by the carriage 
of the Earl of Eirol, whilst attending die local race- 
meeting. For the injury thus inflicted he is said to 
have been ' compensated ' with the sum of five shillings ; 
but the story lacks inherent probability, and at any rate 
it seems only fair to assume that the extent of the damage 
done was unknown to the owner of the carriage. Thorn the 
elder, who has been variously described as a ' contractor ' 
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and a 'merchant,' died soon after the birth of his son, 
leaving his widow in very poor circumstances. Hence 
the entire education of the future poet was acquired in 
a dame's school of the very humblest description, — to 
which he tells us that boys of live years old and upwards 
brought the weekly fee of 'three bawbees and a peat' 
Of the mistress of this seminary, and the customs of the 
place, he has left some lively sketches. ' Our Wifie,' he 
writes, ' had always twenty scholars, one cat, one taurds, 
and one opinion. The scholars exercised her patience, 
the cat her affections, and the opinion [was] simply that 
the taurds (a cordovan improvement on the feebler birch) 
was, as an exercise, the best panacea on earth for rheu- 
matism in the right shoulder. . . . The outfit for grown-up 
students was a Bible, a Westminster Catechism, and a stool, 
all of which were removed on Saturday, and fetched ^ain 
on Monday. Oh, that I could tell, and tell it rightly, the 
" skailing of the squeel 1 " or paint yon joyous little mob, 
gushing forth from the laigh door of Elspet Gillespie ! 
Every face a commentary on the "r^hts of man" — every 
little head crowned with a three-footed stool, its " cap of 
hberty.'" The great day of the year was Candlemas, 
when each little lad and lass — no matter how shabby on 
ordinary days — wore a clean sark or a white frock, and 
carried a white pocket-napkin. A king and queen were 
appointed by the schoolmistress, and as it was customary 
to present her with a guerdon, on the occasion, it was 
observed that her choice usually fell on children of a 
butcher or a baker. Then ' two tea-spoonfiils of sweeties 
and an orange were laid on every happy hand. The 
fiddler comes — all on foot a once — all at once in motion 
— twenty white napkins flutter over twenty pretty heads. 
Fiddler ! what care they for a fiddle ? They see the fiddle 1 
The dance started when he began to tune — the dance 
continues — he is tuning still — hands up I Patter, patter, 
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patter, — forty little feet pattering t Think of that when 
ye see the hail dance to the whirr of a May shower ! 
Oh, the days of childhood t Voyage hereafter as we 
may, on smooth or on broken water, these are the land- 
marks that will never fade.' 

For Thom these simply happy days were of short 
continuance. At the age of ten he was apprenticed 
to a firm of cotton-manufacturers, with whom h» re- 
mained for four years, entering in 1814 a laige weaving 
factory, known as the School Hill Factory, which oc- 
cupied the site of the present East and West Free 
Kirks. Melancholy, indeed, is his account of the years 
he passed within the 'dismal walls' of that 'prime 
nursery of vice and sorrow' of the days of unreformed 
factories ; where, in his own words, virtue perished once 
and for all, or was only remembered in a sense of deep 
and woeful self-abasement Here between three and four 
hundred male and female workers toiled promiscuously — 
' the distinctive character of all sunk away,' the men be- 
coming less manly, the women unlovely and rude. With 
these, mixed the dregs of humanity, for, when hands were 
wanted, no character was deemed too coarse to take part 
in the work. Thom was unfortunate even in the period 
of his admission to the estabUshment, which took place 
during a cycle of lean years, when wages which had 
recently ruled as high as forty shillings for four days' work 
had fallen to six shillings for a week. And, indeed, during 
the seventeen years which he spent in the factory, he tells 
us that the average earnings of tirst-rate hands, in good 
times and bad, did not exceed from six to nine shillings.* 
There was, however, a brighter, or at least a more lively, 
side to the picture ; for the editor of Whistle-binkie, 

* It is aalj fair to say that Thom has been charged with exaggera- 
tion in IbU picture, the truth of which wta disputed on the pablicatioD 
of the RtcclUaiam. 
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writing in somewhat Anacreontic strain, speaks of Thorn's 
striking and eatly-developed 'gift of the gab,' which 
stood faim in good stead, not only in getting out of 
scrapes, but in the more serious business of sweetbeart- 
ing. In the latter, it seems to have rendered him well- 
nigh irresistible, so that, though he was a man of little 
stature and plain though expressive features, it is 
claimed for him that he made more 'conquests' than 
the best. His talents in singing and flute-playing 
contributed also to distinguish him from his fellows. 
He also loved poetry, in which taste he was not alone, 
reading Scott and Byron with his fellows. But 
'nearer and dearer' to hearts like theirs, he tells us, 
was the Ettrick Shepherd, then in his full tide of song 
and story. 'But nearer and dearer still than he,' he 
continues, 'or any living songster — to us dearer — was 
our ill'^ated fellow-craftsman, Tannahill, who had just 
then taken himself from a neglecting world, whfle yet 
that world waxed mellow in his lay. What we owe to 
thee I Your Braes (f Balquidder, and Yon Bumside, and 
Gloomy Winter, and the MinslrePs wailing ditty, and 
the noble Gknifftr. Oh, how they did ring above the 
rattling of a hundred shuttles ! Let me again proclaim 
the debt we owe the Song Spirits, as they walked in 
melody from loom to loom, ministering to the low-hearted.' 
Praise as eloquent as it is generous, and such as any poet 
worthy the name must set high above gold or place I 
From earliest youth, Thorn himself had experienced an 
' irrepressible tendency to make rhymes,' but it was not 
until his thirtieth year that he ventured to submit one 
of his effusions to an editor. He has left an amusing 
account of the anxiety with which he awaited the result, 
in company with a friend, outside the office of the 
Aberdeen Journal. Too poor to purchase a copy of the 
newspaper, and being refused a s^ht of it by successive 
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passers-by, he was at last compelled to have recourse to 
the expedient of a. forced loan from the person of a boy 
— when he found, with extravagant delight, that his con- 
tribution had been inserted. 

In i8a8 Tbom manied, and three yean later settled 
with his wife in Dundee. But, for some reason not 
specified, his wife soon after this left him, and returned 
to Aberdeen. Thom on his part removed to Newtyle, a 
manufacturing village which bad recendy sprung up near 
Cupar Angus. There he formed a new connexion — with the 
girl named Jean whom he has celebrated in his verse, who, 
throwing in her lot with his, in time bore him five children. 
The alliance was of course insular, and as such is open 
to censure ; yet it was by no means without redeeming 
features. The evidence before us shows the poet as at all 
times a most affectionate parent, and throughout the eight 
or nine years which passed before Jean's death, he seems 
to have made her a faithful and loving mate. In fairness 
to his memory, too, we must bear in mind that it was in 
those days no easy matter for a poor man to obtain a 
divorce, so that, though certainly irre^lar, bis conduct 
must be acquitted of any charge of profligacy. 

He was still Uving, and working as a weaver, at New- 
tyle, when, in the spring of 1837, a great commercial 
crisis in America combined with other causes to silence, 
in one week, upwards of 6000 looms in Dundee and its 
dependencies aJone, and to spread dismay throughout the 
whole county of Forfar. Thorn found the resources on 
which he had to support six lives reduced to five shillings 
a week. And, furthermore, as a stranger in the village, 
he was regarded with prejudice rather than sympathy, so 
much so, in fact, that most of those who had been in- 
comers with him, and whose dicumstances permitted 
them to do so, made haste to withdraw from the place. 
But, with four young children depending on him, this 
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was not easy for Thorn. And here I make no apology 
for transcribing largely from his own RecolleclioHs of this 
time. For those Recolkdions are not only admirably told, 
but as literature are worth all the poetiy that came from 
his pen put together. 

' Imagine a cold spring forenoon. It is eleven o'clock, 
but our little dwelling shows none of the signs of that 
time of day. The four children are still asleep. There 
is a bed-cover hung before the window, to keep all within 
as much like night as possible ; and the mother sits beside 
the beds of her children, to lull them back to sleep when- 
ever any shows an inclination to awake. For this there is 
a cause, for out weekly five shillings have not come as ex- 
pected, and the only food in the house consists of a hand- 
ful of oatmeal saved firom the supper of last night. Our 
fuel is also exhausted. My wife and I were conversing in 
sunken whispers about making an attempt to cook the 
handful of meal, when the youngest child awoke beyond 
its mother's power to hush it again to sleep, and then fell 
a-whimperin^ and finally broke out in a steady scream, 
rendering it impossible any longer to keep the rest in a 
state of unconsciousness. Face after face sprang up, each 
with one consent exclaiming, "Oh, mither, mither, gie me 
a piece ! " How weak a word is sorrow to apply to the 
feelings of myself and wife during the remainder of that 
dreary forenoon I ' 

The family lingered on in the hope and expectation of 
warmer weather, until strength rapidly declining warned 
them to be moving. Having then pawned a last relic of 
better days for the sum of ten shiUings, Thom invested 
four of these in the purchase of a pack for his wife, and 
as many in second-hand books to form a stock of mer- 
chandize for himself; and thus equipped, they set out to 
travel the country. It was a 'Hiursday when they left 
home — turning the key in the door of the cottage, where 
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the weaver's two looms with some furniture were left 
behind. 

'On the third day, Saturday, we passed through the 
village of Inchture, in the Carse of Cowrie, and proceeded 
towards Kinnaird. Sunset was followed by cold sour 
east winds, and rain. The children becoming weary and 
fretfiil, we made frequent inquiries of other forlorn-looking 
beings whom we met, to ascertain which farm-town in the 
vicinity was likely to aSbrd us quarters. Jean was sorely 
exhausted, bearing an infant constantly at her breast, and 
often carrying the youngest boy also, who had fairly broken 
down in the course of the day. It was nine o'clock when 
we approached the large and comfortable steading of 
Balguay, standing about a quarter of a mile off the road. 
Leaving my poor flock on the wayside, I pushed down 
the path to the faim-house, witli considerable confidence, 
for I had been informed that Balguay (meaning, by this 
local appellation, the farmer) was a humane man, who 
never turned the wanderer away from his door. Un- 
fortunately for us, the worthy farmer (Playfair) was from 
home, and not expected to return that night His house- 
keeper had admitted several poor people already, and could 
admit no more. I pleaded with her the infancy of my 
family, the lateness of the night, and their utter unfitness 
to proceed — that we sought nothing but shelter — that the 
meanest shed would be a blessing. Heaven's mercy was 
never more earnestly pleaded for than was a nighf s lodging 
by me on that occasion; but, "No, no, no," was the un- 
varying answer to all my entreaties. 

' I returned to my family ; they had crept closer together, 
and all, except the mother, were fast asleep. 

' " Oh, Willie, Willie ! what keepit ye ? " inquired the 
trembling woman. " I'm dootfu' o' Jeanie," she added ; 
' isna she waesome like ? Let's in frae the cauld I " 

' " We've nae way to gang, lass," said I, " whate'er come 
o* us. Yon folk winna hae us." 
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'Few more words passed. I drew her mantle over 
the wet and chilled sleepers, and sat down beside them. 
My head throbbed with pain, and for a time became the 
tenement of thoughts I would not now reveal. . . . The 
gloamin' light was scarcely sufficient to allow me to write 
a note, which I carried to a stately mansion hard by. It 
was to entreat what we had been denied at Balguay. 
This application was also fruitless. The servant had 
been ordered to talte in no such notes, and he could not 
break through the rule. On rejoining my little group, 
my heart lightened at the presence of a serving-man, who 
at that moment came near, and who, observing our 
wretchedness, could not pass without endeavouring to 
succour us. The kind words of this worthy peasant sunk 
deep into our hearts. I do not know his name, but 
never can 1 forget him. Assisted by him, we arrived, 
about eleven o'clock, at the farm-house of John Cooper, 
West-town of Kinnaird, where we were immediately ad- 
mitted. The accommodation, we were told, was poor; 
but what an alternative from the storm-beaten wayside 1 
The servants were not yet in bed, and we were per- 
mitted a short time to warm ourselves at the bothy fire. 
During this interval the infant seemed to revive; it 
fastened heartily to the breast, and soon fell asleep. 
We were next led to an out-house. A man stood by 
with a lantern, while, with straw and blankets, we made 
a pretty fair bed. In less than half-an-hour, the whole 
slept sweetly in their dark and almost roofless dormitory. 

'I think it roust have been between three and four 
o'clock when Jean wakened me. Oh, that scream ! — I 
think I can hear it now. The other children, startled 
from sleep, joined in frightful wail over their dead sister. 
Our poor Jeanie had, unobserved by us, sunk during the 
night under the effects of the exposure of the preceding 
evening, following, as it did, a long com^e of hardship. 
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too great to be borne by a young frame. Such a visita- 
tion could only be sustained by one hardened to misery 
and wearied of existence. I sat a while and looked on 
tbem ; comfort I had none to give — none to take ; I spake 
not — what could be said — words ? Oh, no 1 the worst is 
over when words can serve us. And yet it is not just when 
the wound is given that pain is felt' Than the above per- 
haps no sadder stoiy was ever told, no more piteous experi- 
ence ever placed on record. On reading it, one has no 
choice but to throw to the winds all thought of literature, 
and give one's self up to sheer poignant human sympathy. 
The effect is thus the same as in the triumphs of literatiure ; 
yet, of course, the cause is not the same. But, keeping 
this in view, how manly, simple, and straightforward is 
the writer's tone — how free from any suspicion of an 
attempt to 'pile up the agony,' oi appeal ad mistrt- 
cordiam ; how free also from the lachrymose note which 
spoils the effect of the most popular poems of Moir and 
Motherwell ! Surely none who has once read it will ever 
again pass a houseless family of ' tramps ' upon the road 
without thinking of Thom — and thinking, let us hope, 
to some purpose. Judged as a mere piece of composi- 
tion, the passage quoted has very high merits. But, 
indeed, the author's prose shows, throughout, a gift of 
free and forcible expression, which is by no means so 
conspicuous in hts verse. Says he, after his sorrow, ' The 
busy singing world above us was a nuisance ; and around, 
the loaded fields bore nothing for us — we were things 
apart. Nor knew we where that night our couch might 
be, or where, to-morrow, our grave.' And again, this 
harsh truth, ' In common tramp-houses, a death is, in 
a double sense, a godsend — such, indeed, is to them a 
gracious notice, even when it comes in a "f^r strae" 
kind of way \t.e. not by foul means]. But if the decease 
has aught about it of the extraordinary, so as to attract 
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local sympathy, out of that comes a true Christinas.' 
And agmn, ' It is always so : but for the poor, the poorer 
would perish.' 

One wishes that it were possible here to follow Thorn 
step by step in his wanderings, for every line of this part 
of his narrative is worthy to be graven in brass, &ist for 
the strength of its appeal to the heart, and secondly for 
the graphic traits of ' tramp ' life noted by the keen eye 
of the little weaver, and herein embodied. After having, 
with all sympathy from the people of the place, consigned 
his little one to earth, on the Monday morning he set out 
once more — wandering onward with his flock, without 
settled aim or purpose. Gratefiilly he acknowledges the 
kindness of strangers to his children, though shrewdljr 
suspecting that, to some extent, it might be due to the 
respectabiUty of their dress. One night, at a tramp 
lodging-house at Methven, he found himself a half-penny 
short of the landlady's dues, which she was accustomed 
rigorously to exact before permitting her lodgers to remove 
their boots — a euphemism in the case of many, who had 
no boots to remove. He had recently observed a street 
singer — one evidently not to the manner bom — and his 
flute now occurred to him as a possible means of raising 
funds. But there was some natural unwillingness to be 
overcome before setting to work. Having gone OUt^de 
the town, and awaited the darkening, he dipt his fiute 
into a streamlet and began to play, advancing townwards 
as he did so. The ' Flowers of the Forest ' ^ soon drew 
listeners to the windows, and within ten minutes he held 
the sum of three and ninepence. His strathspey-playing, 
for which he acknowlec^s that he had a turn, was not 
much less successfiil, and when he returned to Ids lodging 
it was not only with eK;hequer replenished, but bearing 
' Spedtll; popular in the aorth at tbis time throogb the tinging of 
John Wilson, Ihe baritone. 
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gifts u well Well might he apostrophize in one of his 
sweetest lyrics the instniment which had been his friend 
in needl 

* Il't DM to bup, to l^ie, noT late, 

I etlle now to ung ; 
To tliee titite, mj lo'esome Ante, 

Thii bamclj stnun I Mng I 
Ob I let at fle« on memoiy's wing, 

O'er twice leu wiDters flee. 
An' tzj anoe maii th«l ae iweet tpring 

Wbilk ;aai% love bteathed in thee. 

* Since then, my b^mfl ^"^ Aanr^ to tliee, 

To thee mj Jean hu mng ; 
And monr a nicht, wi' gniltlen ^ee, 

Qui hearty ballan rang. 
Bnt noo, wi' hardsliip worn and ttnng, 

I'll roam the warld about ] 
For her and for oor fiiendleas fonng, 

Come ibrth, mjr fiulbfnl flute I 

* Your artless notes mar ^'> tlie ear 

That wadna hear me ipeak ; 
And for yonr lake that pity spate, 

My Adl heart conldna leek. 
And whan the winter'! cranreoch bleak 

Diivei honselesi bodiei in. 
We'll aiblini get the ingle-cheek, 

A' for your lich 



His success notwithstanding, Thorn was glad, as soon as 
opportunity offered, to relinquish flute-playing and similar 
precarious means of earning a livehhood, and to settle again, 
as a. ' customary' or household weaver, first at Aberdeen, 
and subsequently at Inverurie in the same county. When 
he hod been at the latter place a year, and when things 
had b^un to go hardly with him again, he sent the first 
part of his poem entided 7%e Blind Bo^s Franks to the 
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Aberdeen Herald, where it vras inserted, over the signature 
'A Serf,' with a sympathetic note by the editor, to whom 
Thorn was an entire stranger. The lyric has more of sub- 
stance or body, and is more carefully elaborated, than is 
the case with most of Thorn's verse, but its merits, apart 
from the circumstances of the author's history, would 
scarcely suffice at the present day to attract attention. In 
1 84 1 it was otherwise. The poem, as we are told, was 
copied into most of the newspapers in the country. In 
this manner it attracted the eye of Mr Gordon of Knock- 
espock, a local landowner of literary and antiquarian tastes, 
who forthwith sent the author £$, and soon afterwards, 
having furnished him with an outfit, carried him and his 
little girl to London. The faithful much-enduring Jean 
had died in childbed a few months too soon to witness 
the dawn of her partner's good fortune. 

There is no doubt that Knockespock's conduct vras 
actuated by amiable enthusiasm, and sincere goodwill to- 
wards Thorn — to whom, during the remaining seven years 
of the poet's life, he continued a true friend. But, 
when judged by the light of after events, the wisdom 
of the course here adopted by him remains very open 
to question. The little weaver stayed in London four 
months, being feted and lionized, and introduced to most 
of the literary celebrities of the day. He also accompanied 
a party, of which Samuel Lover was one, on a tour in 
Wales, When he returned to his loom at Inverurie, though 
he was now a personage and received many orders from 
rich patrons, he was in reality none the better for the 
outing. He had grown unsettled, as, in similar circum- 
stances, Bums had done before him, and the temptations 
of his position became too much for him. It is of the 
Thorn of this period that Professor Masson has lefl: his 
classical description. 

'The first occasion of my seeing him,' writes the Pro- 
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fessor, * was a kind ot public dinner or supper (I foiget 
which) given in his honour at the Royal Hotel [at Aberdeen] 
by a number of the most respectable townsmen. He was 
neatly dressed, in a peculiarly cut blue coat with bright 
buttons, and home-made check waistcoat, as a weaver of 
the old times of good weaving might have been attired on 
a holiday. As he moved about on his first coming in, a 
t^ht, small figure, with short Ught hair, one noted the 
■l^ht lameness of his gait, but most of all his face — which 
was creased and wrinkled all over wherever a wrinkle could 
be, and had an expression at once shrewd, humorous, in- 
sinuating, and woe-begone. Nothing could be easier or 
in more perfect tact than his manner: and in the little 
speeches he made from his place at table we had a specimen 
(^ a power which some who knew him best afterwards have 
told me be possessed consciously in a wonderful d^ree, 
especially with women — that of fluent, happy, and most 
persuasive talk. " What a tongue the creature had 1 " is 
the phrase in which one who knew him very intimately 
has conveyed to me his impression of this power of Thorn's; 
"if he had your ear for five minutes he charmed you," 
He certainly, on this occasion, even before a considerable 
audience, spoke admirably and readily.' 

Professor Masson saw him afterwards, more quietly, at 
his little weaving-place in Inverurie, 'where there was a 
tall, dark, sensible-looking man acting as his assistant at 
the loom, and evidently exercising a tender and admiring 
care over him.' But the three or four years — from spring 
of 1 84 1 to the end of 1844^-during which he now made 
Inverurie his head-quarters, were not to his advantage. 
The old and banefiil alliance of Scots Song with Scots 
Drink was hurtful to him. The traditional example of 
Bums had recently been brought out in stronger colours 
by the amazing success of the roistering Nocta of North ; 
there was in Aberdeen a considerable element of ' tavern- 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



WILLIAM THOM 151 

conviviality, streaked with uncultivated literary enthusiasm 
and imitative ambition,' to which these misleading papers 
had given birth, and on occasion of Thorn's visits to that 
city there were friends of his who were ever ready to way- 
lay the coach and carry him off into their company. Oh, 
those admiring droutby friends to Scottish genius ! for 
how much waste and wreck of talent, time and character 
are they responsible ! We who write have seen it with 
our eyes. Friends, indeed 7 Call them, rather, the basest, 
most callously selfish, most insidious of foes. We can 
well believe that in North and his dobgs Thorn Cook 
little real interest, and that, excepting a kmd of ' official ' 
perfunctory participation in the Chartism which at the 
time was in the air, he cared for politics not at all. A 
Scots song, a strathspey on the flute, and in conversation 
the unsought humours and suggestions of the moment, 
were for the couthy, companionable little body enjoyment 
enough. What concerns us most here is the fact that, 
after all the br^ht encouragement he had received, he 
should not have applied himself with more of vigour and 
effect to the work of self-education, and to literary com- 
position. 

In autumn, 1844, he published the only book that 
ever came from his pen — his Rhymes and RecoUtctions of 
a Handloont JVeaver, the first thousand copies of which 
were soon disposed of. Towards the end of the year he 
returned to London, being actuated by various motives, 
amongst which the more immediate was to superintend a 
new edition of his book, whilst a scheme of trading in 
Scottish home-made fabrics, such as he had himself been 
in the habit of producing, also entered into his programme. 
It was on the occasion of this sojourn in London that 
his planet reached its apogee. His fame had by this 
time spread far and wide, and at home and abroad people 
vied with one another in doing him honour. It may be 
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unwise, at this distance of time, to assign the motiTe 
which influenced them to this generous emulation, but, 
unless instinct be aX fault, it was the artless and irresistible 
appeal of the Secolkctions far more than the not very remark- 
able poetry of the Rhymes. Be this as it may, on the 26th 
February 1845, a great dinner in the poet's honour was 
given at the Crown and Anchor Tavern in the Strand, 
at which W. J. Fox, the then celebrated preacher, phil- 
anthropist, and anti-Com-Law League orator presided, 
and many speeches were made. This entertainment was 
followed by a complimentary soiree given to Thorn by the 
working-men of London, whilst, in the meantime, enthusi- 
astic Scotsmen in India had sent him ^^300, and a sub- 
scription for his benefit headed by Mai^aret Fuller in 
America reached the sum of ;^4oo. Thorn was now 
flattered and caressed, fSted by the 'Gorgeous' Lady 
Blessington, and sought after, as we are told, by the literary 
stars of the time — though, among those mentioned — 
Dickens, WiUiam and Mary Howitt, Douglas Jerrold, 
John Forster, Mr and Mrs S. C. Hall and Eliza Cook — 
it is noticeable that several are of very low magnitude. 

But the scene was not long in changing. In the 
natural course of things, the wave of applause and 
recognition spent itself; probably, as is apt to be the 
case, it had been from the lirst overdone. Doubtless 
the poet's conduct served also to alienate certain of his 
friends — among grounds of offence being his indifference 
to the formality of obtaining a divorce before establishing 
a new domestic connection. Meantime his affairs were 
not prospering — his scheme for trading in Scotch woven 
fiibrics having proved visionary, whilst, through no fault 
of his own, the London edition of his poems was delayed 
tin i847) when the demand for it had passed away. 

Neglected, spoilt by the caprice of for^ne, and with 
failing health, Thorn's last state became far worse than his 
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first. Yet still his old imposing cleverness would from 
time to time assert itself. Thus we are told how, walking 
out along the New Road from his lodgings neai King's 
Cross, as he was fond of doing in an evening, he would 
sometimes join the group assembled round, it m^ht be an 
argumentative cabman or his dishonest ' fare,' and feigning 
to enter into the spirit of the thing, would soon by his wit 
and volubility raise shouts of laughter among the bystanders. 
Many traits in his character, indeed, would incline one to 
believe that it was for a comedian rather than a poet that 
Nature had designed him. His course was, however, almost 
run, and his dominant mood at this time is expressed in 
his Farewtll to London. A grant from the Literary 
Fund, assisted by a subscription among his friends, 
enabled him to gratify his wish of returning with his 
family to Dundee, where he took up his abode in the 
suburb of Hawkhill, in a couple of rooms. There disease 
and penury further depressed his failing powers, and after 
few and evil days he died there on the 29th February 1848. 
His remains, which were honoured with a public funeral, 
were l^d in the Western Cemetery of Dundee, which over- 
looks the 'queenly Tay,' and in 1857 a monument was 
erected over them. A public subscription was raised for 
the benefit of his consort and her children. 

The irony of the ill-judged enthusiasm which saluted 
in Thom 'Scotland's second Bums' is taday too sadly 
apparent to require pointing out, and serves but to add 
one more to the already innumerable instances of the 
fallibility of the general public in matters of literary 
criticism. The poem of the MitherUss Bairn, by which 
alone be is now remembered, gives expression to the 
genuine tenderness and sympathy with suffering humanity 
that were in the man ; whilst, as a moving record of 
personal experience, his prose Recollections remain, as 
has been said, as full of human interest to-day as on the 
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day when they were written. The rest, alas ! ia silence 
or neaily so, for ' local patriotism ' may yet suffice to 
keep the poet's memory green within the district of his 
birth and up-bringing. To the few beyond that region 
who may still care to trace out his history, he will remain 
a genial and pathetic figure, bom to strange vicissitude 
of fortun& For his lot was a hard one, cast in evil 
dmes. And yet it was success that undid him. For it 
is scarcely too much to say that he fell a vicrim to the 
desire on the part of his countrymen to make vicarious 
reparation to the greatest of Scottish poets. 
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OPINIONS OF THE PRESS ON THE 
"FAMOUS SCOTS" SERIES. 

Of THOMAS CARLYLE, by H. C. Macphersoh, 
The IMirary Wtyrld sa;a :— 
" Om of the very beS lilllc Inoki an CuIyU jcl vriLtm, tai aat-wd^un( i 
nlDB tome more ptKentioui woiki with which wt m fiunJar." 

Of ALLAN RAMSAY, by OliPHANT Smkaton, 

The Scetsman says ; — 

ft pktchwoA pkttm, bat one in which the wrlta, uking nDidn 

Of HUGH MILLER, by W. Keith Leask, 
The Exptalory Tima says :- 

•Itii.riBhti 

■ -IK of Hugt V 
dwke of lasguij 

Of JOHN KNOX, by A. Taylor Innks, 
Mi Hi.y Fleming in the Beeiman mj» : — 
"Aiiiuteri|rdeliiK>liaaaflhoKitirnii(tiiiieI in Scotlud, ud of that fuumi 
Scot who helped io much lo ebape them." 

Of ROBERT BURNS, by Gabriel Setoun, 
The Ntw Agt says : — 
"It k the beU IUde oa Bsnu wa tun yet bud, ilmoB u sood u Ciriyl*'* 
Bufty Aod the pamphlet pnbluhed by Dr Niched of GlufW.** 

Of THE BALLA.DIST5, by John Geddi^ 
The SfKlaitr tay> :- 

litenry hiitory of Scot la nd, 
been tieuad with d«pat ly 

Of RICHARD CAMERON, by Professor Herkless, 
The Dtauitt Cturitr says : — 
" Id Hledinc Profeuor HeAIeii to prepvg tMi tddiCion Io Ih« ' Pamous ScoU 
Seiw * of bookci the pnbiisbers hiFe nude un excellent choice. The vij^Droiu, 
Bualy fltyltf adoytad a cjtactly uiied to the Bubject, and Richard Cameroa u 
pniaited to th« rcmder in a nianner aa intereatins aa it ia impieaaive. . . . 
ProfoMi Herideu haa dOM nmailably aell, and the potlnit he hu so dereily 
deliDeated of one of Scotland'! nuH cheriihed heroes ie on* thai will nerer faae.'' 

Of SIR JAMES YOUNG SIMPSON, by EVK Blantyre 
Simpson, 

The Daily Chnmicli lays : — 
*' It is indeed loi^ sinco we iia>« read sd 
llui lltttfi Life of the moat typical and ' Fajunu »»i 

been prond of lince the time of Sir Walter. . . . Then 

IT Hiperflnoiu pacB in all Mis Simpion's booklet, and ahe haa perTon 
J.. '^-r-idiS*i«y-tbMirfiel«lfo»-wiihB>n«inini«ie ikill andV 



ly made a nmtiibnlion of remarkaUg nlu* 10 lb* 
Wedoa- 
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Puss OFiNiom ON "Famovs Scon" 



Of THOMAS CHALMERS, by W. Gasceh Blaikis, 
Tbe Spttaier nyl :— 
" Tbe m«t notabla haton of FRAuor BliikH'i lioiJt' «ml am could b* men 
CDrnmcpdabl* — u it< pvfftct baluia mad 'prowtioQ- In otlMr wqrda^Jiudce k 
doH ■qua]l]r ta ctu ptiiUa sad to [he public UTe of Qulmexs, if podibM gte&ter 
Jiuiic* thu bu boB done by Un OlipkiDt." 

Of JAMES BOSWELL, by W. Keith Leask, 

The Manang Ltadtr smyt : — 
" Ur W. K. Louk bu ipjiniKhed the IwEnvkB' of Jidmue in Ilie only ponble 
wmr br whidi « rtally iiUertftCidt book coold hare been ftrri*«d at— by way of the 
opm Blind. . ■ . Tbe defence of Bawell ui tbe cooduding ch^ler of hii deligblful 
■tody ie OH d' the finest and meet ccnvTndiii piwset tbel bave recently appeared 
in Iba 6ild of Btitiih hiagnphy." 

Of TOBIAS SMOLLETT, by Oliphant Smkatok, 
The WtMy Scttman Hiyi i— 
" Tba book it wrlttea In a eiiap and Unty nyla. . . . The picture of tba cnat 
aonUn la cgapleu and lifelike. Not oiily diie* Hr Smeatca [iTa a Kbolarir 
■kanh and animUe of SmoHen*! lileraiy cuw. be coonantly keepe the reader in 
Gooadou louch and lyiapaEby witb hii penonaiily, and product* a poatrait of the 
nan w • nan which ii not Ukelj to b< readily forjotten.'' 

Of FLETCHER OF SALTOUN, by W. G. T. Omond, 
The Lttdt Mtrcury sayi : — 

■■ Uamiuakably tbe mou iDUmlinE ,.. 

Saltoon that bai M appeared. Ur Anend hai bi 
diqvsaljaDd of tfaete he hai made excellent uia." 

Of THE BLACKWOOD GROUP, by Sir GEORGE Douglas, 
The Wttily Cilitat uyi :— 
"It need not be Bid that to enryone inteietted In tbe litenlors of the fint half 
of the cinlniy, and especially to evBTy Scotsnao ao inlercMed, ' The Blackwood 
Group ' ii a phtaae abouodinf in pramue. Aod really Sir George Douglas fulfils 
the promise he Eadtly make* in nil title. He it intimately acquainted not ooiy 
with the booki of the different members of the ^ group,' but also with tbeir enviroo- 
meni^ social and otherwiu. fieaidca, he wtitea with aympatby aa well «a know- 

Of NORMAN MACLEOD, by John Wellwood, 
The Slar sayg :— 
" A wonhy addition to the ' Famoui Scoti Seriea ' la that of Norman Hadeod, 
tbe renowiMd minbter of the Barony in Glasgow, sad a man ai typical of every- 
tbinE leneraai and broadminded in the State Chuicb in Scelland as Tbomai 
Guthna wai in the Free Chuchea. The biography ia tbe mrk of /oho Wellwood, 
who has approached it with proper appreciation of the robiutoeu « tbe aubjcct.'' 

Of SIR WALTER SCOTT, by George SAiNTSBimr, 
The Pall Mall Catitti lays :— 
" Mr SaiDttbuiyi minianue is a gem of iti kind. ... Mi SainCsbury's cridqw 
of the Wavetley Norek will. I veoture lo think, despite all that bai been wrilla 
ppCn them, discover fresh beauties for their admlren. 

Of KIRKCALDY OF GRANGE, by Louis A. BABBi. 
The Scelsman says i — 
"HtBarbt'i sketch sticks dose to the (iictsof his life, and Ibeie are aaufht out 
Irom the beat sources and are arranged with much Judgment, and on the irtula 
with an impartial mind." 
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Pkiss Opinions on "Fauqus Scots" SKKivs—tmtimitJ 
Of ROBERT FERGUSSON, by Dr A. B. Grosart, 

u Scon Sena ii deroMd to ' Robert 

,-,, — .._— — , ■-™-^ Robert," «ii hn fr«ly fclcDgwledKcdr 
wfli iiTiacr lo many obl^Eiana. Dr GtoHrt it JxrhAp* the b«il iLTiDg ftuthoiity 
on ill Ihic nl*1n to the bud of ' Tbc Fumtr ■ logla,' (nil be pvo mtoy pew 

r^nTTOKj TcipcclLDf bim. We have read it vitb feDniae pleasure." 

Of JAMES THOMSON, by William Bayne, 
The Daify Neai sara :— 
'^A jiut appreciation of Tbomion u pod and dramatut, and an iDteTTitiqs 
record of the coDditjoni unds which be roH Eo fame, ai ulio of hii Eneodthip* 
with tbcffreat oneiof theeigbteeDtbceatmy." 

Of MUNGO PARK, by T. Banks Maclachlan, 

The Lttds Mercury uy! 
" We owe to Ur Madacblan no 
one, but a vivid chapter in thi 



Ur Madacblan not oolra diainuny lire«aiT, If at tiiaeia patbetic 
id chapter in the ronjance of Affica. Ge«r^ih)r hai do laore 



Miger." 

vigour Lhe Mory of Uanp> PaiVi henia 



he Speaker Eays ;- 
Mauaclilan recoonti 



Of DAVID HUME, by HkMry CALDERWOOD, 
The Speaker says :— 
" Tb* Utile book ii a virik ncndc of ibe ' Famoiu Scon Soiat.' ' 



I .... .u . r -VT. j,y i„ SeoUioi , maiS. inlei 

David Hume from, the fact ths 



piece of woili daaa Iv lt> buaanwd author ; and very pleaaiaf it ii to oote the 
talmeu and charity of tbe judnHot pancd bv the mat evan|eljcaIofpbilaHpb«n 
upon tbe viui wbo i»d to be donooitcad at tbt prophet of izjdeUty." 

>UNBAR, by Oliphant Subatc 
iy»:— 

naiTowlr into the duuactemtici of Dnnbai 
[be almoit Sbakeipeanan range of bit giRi. 
H in BUJn and alUsofT, DunWt pbica io '. 
at Biaitea of Ae cna tiletten. ' 



Of WILLIAM DUNBAR, by Oliphant Smeaton, 
The Speai^ say* :— 

" Mr Smeaioo iooki nairowlr into the duuacteciitici of Dnnbai'i niHVt, 
does wen to ra^st on the almoit Sbakeipeanan jange of bit giRi. _He cont 
that in el tgr, M well ai in ' 
lure it aaooi^ the great u 

The GlatgBw Htrald layi :— 

" Thii if a bfigbt and pictoreniDely vritCen moiuigrapli, premtiDg in readaUe 
form (be leaulta of the crltlail reaearcb Bndenalnn by Laing, Sduppn, and iba 
nther ichidan wbo during the present century haT« done so much fkv the ehicida- 
tico of the greaieal of our early Scottish poets-'* 

Of SIR WILLIAM WALLACE, by Professor MURISON, 
The Sptaktr says :— 
" Mr Manson is to be coagialulated cm this little book. After moch hard and 
discruninative labcvr be bai roeced together by far the best, nne might say tba 

Ml WiltiaiD Wallace in the Academy says : — 
" Professoi Unriioo hai acquitted himseU of his task like a patriot.' 
" Capital reading," 

Tbe Dtaly Naei sayi : — 
"Aadtohiriyand impartial little volume, oh of tb* best ya pnbUlhad In lb* 
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Pm« Opinions ok " Famous Scots" Sodta—temimitd 



savs:— 

" AnotlwT of thii mdniiablA CDll«:iLon of biogriphkBl itiidiefl hu mppcartcL 
, . II _^ =^, of the ftw BuilwDticiiad bea Icdowd aboui ib* 



The Pall Mall Gaxette savs :— 

linblt CDllmien ( 

--¥«■« of tbe ftw L 

poDBlu hero of Scallud. Sir Wllliun Wiilace, iu piadsctkio lUTint txcD p»- 
c*dcd br ■ dilictu ModT of nidi dacumcnti u hart bctii midand pneanbk 
by ten dobi ukd UiMrinl (odtiiu in Lhe noith. So fu ibi book would bi 
mcGcplabli to ilII. If, bo«Mwr, amtauu KBiiclbiiii tW .... 

Buny of (be r«n of ibc b«« i lift : bu l^nid ud n 
uicein minitnltT. u>d wilh Blind Hutt^i --'- " '--- 

pofcrrid Seoii will) for? Pnfaur Mniim- , „ 

of Iba minBRri incmlible ula is bii book Ibal il ii icuccIt li! , .» ^.u.. 

ddactmbta Stn for u* but bii c<impiiri<iu. It ii ■ briEht liltl* book wkii£ witl 
b* much idbbed north of the Tmcd uid ilu mniaaf thoH ScMliib uilei irbo 
■n uplioud ube puiagKHy ihcii livn loath (f it," 
The New Agi uys :— 
"Asrbow, ben u Icut, ve ban hii lite-Rorr— ■ moil difEcuIl ule to tdl — 
reoorded with m puDitakiii£ reseafdi uid in a ipirit of »ppiwutiTe andocir wbkb 
loav* nlmoA aachjnt lo be desired." 



■tike can^ and Jndidonti and with mou of then ttu odinuy rcmder will cordially 

■flH.- 

The Beckmim sajrs : — 
"Tbii little boiA ii nin to (et a wakmna." 

The Sptaier sxp :— 
*' Seue awl HDubibty an In tbeaa pafea, ai wall a« kpcnrledgv md ddicatt 

The Outlock aja :— 

" Certaiflly oaa of tbe moiE cbaimbff biograpbiei we hare aror com* acroaa. 
The writer hai style, lympalhy, diuinction, and undcntaoding. We wen k)Ih tO 
pat the book aside. Its one faoit is that it is too short." 
The Daily Free Preis saj^ :— 

" One of the most chornunff sketches — it is tcaicely a biogiapby — tX a Htanry 
man thai could be found has just been pnblished a* (he latest nimiber of the 
■ Famous Scots Series'—' R. Louis Stevenson,' by Hiss Stack. Tbe ucelleiKe of 
the little book lies in its artless chann, in its loose and easy style, In its atttbor'* 
evideot love and delight in ber aubJccL 

Of THOMAS REID, by Professor CAMPBELL Fraskr, 






and valuable of an able and valuable lerief. He supplies what must be allowed to 
-•—-''-- - he shape of a brief, popular, and accessible 

led Scottish Schod of Philosopbv, written 

tie pcr^icuity hhI sympathy by onr — *-- ^ -■ !-\ ^..i- -e 

DS tSiat eogagcd tbe mind of Raid.'' 



bioeraphy of the founder of the so-called Scottish School of i'hilosapbv, written 
with notable pcr^icuity hhI sympathy by one who bai nade n sprau stndy of 



likelrta ._ 

estimate of Rdd by FrofsMOT Caoqiliell Fras_. ___ 

past-master in the sabject of tbe Scottish philosophy, and it has evidently been a 
real pleasors to him to eipiicue quite a number of new facta regardini tbe pn>- 
fessioml and private life <M its bast lepnaeotative. " 
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Press Opinioms on "Famoos Scots" Seribb— «i»>An«af 

Of POLLOK AND AYTOUN, by RoSAUNE MaSSON, 
The Spttlaior says :— 
'*Om qC the mo«t ■rditi^ly coDcuved and cncefullT written of thd jeiis to 
wbkh U beloDii-" 

The Glaigov) Herald saji ; — 
"The fuu of the two Uvea are preicDiKl iy Hbs UuKD wiih inielljniica and 
qiirit, and the volnme wi]] take a £d«1 place among the rut of the ieiies. 
The Publisher^ Circular says : — 
" Vet7 a^mpathetu: iilhiilifearPoUok. andil it veil that hu name ihooldnotba 
■Bowed to link into oblivion. Miss Muson'i ikitch orA]nonn ii a chan^ai ooe, 
and Tully m ai n tai n s tbe high standard of the aeries to whidi ii belongs." 

Of ADAM SMITH, by Hector C, Macphekson, 
The Speaktr says :— 
"This little boiA ii written with b 



acphersoD'i analyss of Smith's economic teaching nukes excellent 
The Scots Pictorial says : — 

"OneDflhe beat of en adminble Series." 

Of ANDREW MELVILLE, by William Morisoh, 

The Sfeaaier says :— 
''The story is well told^ and it takes one throngh a somewfaac obacDrt period 
witii wlucb it is well t9 be acquainted. No better guide could i» (bund tlun Mr 

The Sptaker says :— 
" Tbe great aspects of bis career aa Principal d[ Glasf aw and then of St Andrews 
—it has been said ihu the Europeaa renown of the Scotliih Univeniiiei began with 
Helnlle — are admirably diacuiaed in this virile, and at die same lime critical 
monograpb." 

The North British Daily jWaiYsays ;— 
"MrHocisonoatlineitbe main &cUef Meliille'a life-work with ringular luddicy 
and point- He displaj^ a Foil and accurate knowledge of the ecclaaiaaiical history 
of Ebe period, and kia judgment! are invariably eonnd. Altogether the book is one 
of tbe best of tbe series." 

Of JAMES FREDERICK FERRIER, by E. S. Haldane, 

Tbe ScBtiman says :— 
"Ferrier [he man, and even Ftniec the professor, Hiss. Haldane brings near to 
lU, an attractive and interesting Hgnre." 

The Dundee Courier says : — 
"This biography of him will be highly esleenwd becanse of the grace and vigour 
■ilh which Miss Haldane has done hei work. To the 'Famous Scoti' series of 
Tolomes there have been many excellent contributions, but not one at them is more 
interesting than this latest ■ddition." 

The Greenock Telegraph says i — 



Dgitiz^d by Google 



Puss Opinions on "Fauoos Scots" Sbribs— cun/teuaf 

Of KING ROBERT THE BRUCE, by Professor MURISON, 
The Meming Ltadir saji : — 
" PnAawc Muiuod km (inn u ■ book for whkb not only Sou, boi nay mim 
wbo can nppKcUtc n record of gn*t 6mjm worttdlf loUi will be Enlcful-' 
The Abtnittnjgumal «ay» : — 
"The Uoiy of Brace i> briUUniLy lold b cleir and flexible Unpia^ which 

impvtiaJ and thoroughly reliable critic, and may be rollowed with confidence by all 
who desn a InchfBl and unpnludiced picture of Ihig iieatal of the Scou." 
The Lttds Mtmtry says : — 
"A wonhy, u it i> a necumy, addidiia to an adiunblo Miiaa." 
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